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Andr6 Paul Guillaume Gide was boni in Paris on 22 
November 1869. His father, who died whei» he was 
eleven, was Professor of Law at the Sorbonne. An only 
child, Gide had an irregular and ltin»-ly ii|)l)ringing and 
was educated in a Protestant secondary school in Paris 
and privately. He became devoted to literature and 
music, and began his literary career as an essayist, and 
then went on to poetry, biography, fiction, drama, 
criticism, reminiscence, and translation. By H(i7 he had 
emerged as a prophet to French youth and his unortho- 
dox views were a source of endless debate and attack. In 
1947 he was awarded the Nobel Prize for Literature and 
in 1948, as a distinguished foreigner, was given an honor- 
ary degree at Oxford. He married his cousin in 1892; he 
died in Paris in 1 95 * the age of cighty-one. 

Gidcs best-known works in England are Slrait is the 
Gate {La Porte clroite). the first novel he wrote, which 
was published in France in icjog; The Immoralisi (LTm- 
inoraliste)^ 1902; The Counterfeiters (Lcs Faux-i\fonna- 
yeuTs), 1925; and the famous /oarna/i covering his life 
from 1889 to’vi^'g'and published in four volumes. 

X 





If It Die 


• • • 


andr£ gide 


Translated by 

DOROTHY BUSSY 


PENGUIN BOOKS 

In Association with 
Martin Seeker & Warburg 


PcD^in Books Ltd, HAfinondsworth, Mi<J<llcscx, England 
Penguin Books, 625 Madison Avenue, New York, New York roo22, U.S.A* 
Penguin Books AustraJIa Ltd. RingVb*ood. Victoria, AuscraJia 
Pengxiin Books Canada Ltd, a8oi John Street, 

Markham. Ontario, Canada ift4 

Penguin Books (N.Z.) Lid, 18a- too Wairau Road, Auckland 10, New Zealand 


Si U grain nt mtur( first published in France 1920 
This translation first published in a Limited Edition 1950 
Published by Martin Seeker & Warburg 1951 
Published in Penguin Books with the omission 
of two short passages 1957 
Reissued in Pcoguin Modem Classics with 
cm iss ions reinstated it >77 


This translation copyright ® the Estate of 
Dorothy Bussy, 1950 
All rights reserved 


TUXNSLATOR'S NOTE 
TO THE LIMITED EDITION 

This translation has been made from the text of the first edition of 
Si le grain nemeurt, 1920, of uhich only 12 copies were printed. 
Some of the proper names hate been altered, in accordance with the 

second edition of 19^4 

passage referring to a matter of detail has been omitted, as it was 

^mlhe edition of I 9 ^ 4 > 
hating objected to it as inaccurate. 


Made and primed ia Grcal BrnaiD by 
Hweli Waiion ie Vioey Ud. Aylcjbury. Bucks 


Except in the United States of America, 
this book is sold subject to the condition 
that it shall not. by way of trade or otherwise, 
be lent, re-sold, hired out. or otherwise 
without the publisher’s prior consent m ^y forn 
binding or cover other than that in sshich it is 

published and without a similar condition 

including this condition being imposed 
00 the sub5<^<lueDt purchaser 



Except a corn of wheat fall into the fp-ound 
and die, it abidcth alone: but if it die, it 
bringeth forth mucli fruit. 
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I WAS born on November 22nd, 1869. My parents at tliat 
time lived in the Rue de Medicis in an a[)artiiicnt on the 
fourth floor which they left a few years later and of which I 
have kept no recollection. Stay iliough, I do rcincniijcr the 
balcony, or rather what could be seen from the balcony - tlie 
bird’s-eye view of tlie Place with its ornamental piece of water 
and fountain; or rather, to be still more exact, I reinemlicr 
the paper dragons which my father u.-^ed to cut out for me 
and which we launched into the air from the balcony; I re- 
member their floating away in the wind over the fountain in 
the Place below and being carried away as far as the Luxem- 
bourg Gardens, where they used sometunes to catcli in tlte 
top branches of the horse-chestnut trees. 

I remember too a biggish table - the dining-room table no 
doubt - with its table-cloth that reached nearly to the ground ; 
I used to crawl underneath it with the coticiergc's little boy, 
who sometimes came to play with me. 

‘What are you up to under there?’ my nurse would call 
out. 

Nothing; we’re playing.’ And then we would make a great 
noise with our playthings, which we had taken with us for 
the sake of appearances. In reality, we amused ourselves 
otherwise, beside each other but not with each other; we had 
what I afterwards learnt are called ‘bad habits’. 

Which of us two taught tliem first to the other? I have no 
idea. Surely a child may sometimes invent them for himself. 
Personally, I cannot say whether anyone instructed me in the 
knowledge of pleasure or in what manner I discovered it - I 
only know that as far back as my recollection goes, I cannot 
remember a time witliout it. 

I perfectly realize, for that matter, that I am doing myself 
h™ by relating this and other things that follow; I foresee 
what use will be made of them against me. But the whole 
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object of my story is to be trutliful. Put the case that I am 
writing it for a penance. 

One would like to believe that in that age of innocence the 
soul is all sweetness, light, and purity, but I can remember 
nothing in mine that was not ugly, dark, and deceitful. 

I used to be taken for my outings to the Luxembourg; but 
I would not play with the other children ; I kept sulkily apart 
with my nurse and watched their games. I remember once 
they w'cre making mud-pies with their pails . . . All of a sud- 
den, when my nurse was looking another way, I dashed up 
and trampled all the pies underfoot. 

The only explanation I can think of for this behaviour is 
that I must have gone up to one of the children and asked to 
be allowed to play with them. It was their refusal that en- 
raged me so and made me want to destroy their game. 

The other incident I must relate is still odder, for which 
reason, no doubt, I am less ashamed of it. I often heard my 
mother tell the story later on, so that it kept fresh in my 
memory. 

It happened at Uzes, where we used to go once a year to 
visit my father's mother and other relations - amongst them 
my de Flaux cousins, who owned an old house and garden in 
the heart of the town. It was in the dc Flaux’ house that it 
happened. My cousin was a very beautiful person and she 
knew it. Her black hair, which she wore parted in the middle 
and smoothed do^v7l on either side of her face, set off the per- 
fection of her cameo-like profile (I have seen a photograph 
of her since then) and the dazzling whiteness of her skin. I 
remember the dazzling whiteness of her skin very well - and 
I remember it especially well because the day I was taken to 
see her she was wearing a low-necked dress. 

‘Go and give your cousin a kiss,’ said my mother, as I came 
into the drawing-room. (I couldn’t have been much more 
than four years old - five, perhaps.) I w'ent obediently up 
and she drew me towards her; but at the sight of her bare 
shoulder and its dazzling whiteness, some sort of craziness 
possessed me; instead of putting my lips to the cheek she 


offered me, fascinated by her dazzling shoulder, I gave it a 
great bite with my teeth. My cousin screamed with pain and 
I with horror. She began to bleed and I to spit with disgust. 
I was speedily carried off and I really believe tliey were all 
so astounded that they forgot to punish me. 

I have found a photograph of myself taken at that time; it 
represents me half hidden in my mother’s skirls, frightiully 
dressed in a ridiculous little check frock, witli a sickly ill- 
tempered face and a crooked look in my eyes. 


I was six years old when we left tlie Rue de Medicis. Our 
new apartment, the second floor of No. 2 Rue de Tournon, 
was at the corner of the Rue Saint-Sulpice, on to which the 
windows of my father’s library looked; my own room gave 
on to a large courtyard. I particularly remember the ante- 
room of this flat, because that was where I spent most of my 
time when I was not at school or in my bedroom; when 
mamma was tired of me she would tell me to go and play 
with ‘my little friend Pierre’, whicli meant in other words - 
by myself. There was a gaudy coloured carpet in this ante- 
room, covered with large geometrical patterns, and it was 
great fun playing at marbles on it with ‘inv little friend 

Pierre’. 


I had a special little string bag for my best and finest 
marbles. They had been given me one by one and I kept them 
apart from the ordinary ones. Some were so lovely I could 
never touch them without being enraptured afresh by their 
beauty - in particular, a little one of black agate witli a white 
equator and two tropics; and 1 had another of translucent 
the colour of light tortoise-shell, wliich 1 used as a 
ww. Then there was the common herd of grey marbles which 
ept in a coarse linen bag and which were sometimes won 

nd sometimes lost and served as stakes when later on I had 
^l playmates. 

^ adored was that worker of marvels 

thrft, if - a kind of toy telescope, looking 

g which one sees at the other end a constantly chang- 


ing rose pattern, made of loose bits of coloured glass im- 
prisoned between two transparent plaques. The inside of the 
telescope is lined with looking-glass, so that the phantasma- 
goria of the coloured pieces, altering with every little move- 
ment of the hand, is multiplied into a symmetrical design. 
The shifting of the rose patterns filled me with unspeakable 
delight. I can still recollect accurately the colour and shape 
of the bits of glass : the largest was a light ruby, triangular in 
shape; owing to its weight, it was always the first to move, 
jostling and tumbling over the rest of them. There was a very 
dark garnet, abnost round; an emerald, shaped like a scythe; 
a topaz, whose colour is the only thing I can remember about 
it; a sapphire and three little gold-brown fragments. They 
were never all on the stage together; some of tliem kept com- 
pletely out of sight ; others were partially hidden in the wings 
on the other side of die looking-glasses; the ruby alone was 
so large that it never disappeared entirely. 

My girl cousins shared my liking for this toy, but they were 
less patient than I; they used to give it a shake each time so 
as to get a complete change. My method was different ; with- 
out taking my eyes off the pattern for a moment, I turned the 
kaleidoscope very, very gently and watched the rose as it 
slowly altered. Sometimes the hardly perceptible displacing 
of one piece brought about the most startling consetjuenccs. I 
was still as curious as I was wonder-struck and soon resolved 
to make my toy give up its secret by force. I took out the bot- 
tom, counted up the bits of coloured glass and removed the 
three looking-gla.sses from their cardboard siieaih ; then I put 
them back, but only three or four bits of coloured glass with 
them. The colour scheme was poor; the changes had ceased 
to be surprising; but how easy now to follow the action of the 
different parts! how clearly one understood the reason of 
' one’s pleasure ! 

Then it occurred to me to replace the little bits of glass by 
all sorts of different objects - a nib, the wing of a fly, a match- 
end, a blade of grass. The effect was dull, no longer the least 
transparent or fairy-like, but the reflections in the looking- 
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glasses gave it a kind of geometrical interest ... In short, I 
passed hours and days over this amusement. I think it is un- 
known to the children of the present day, which is why I have 
said so much about it. 

The other amusements of my early childhood - games of 
patience, transfers, bricks, were all solitary. I had no play- 
fellows . . . Yes, though; I can recall one small friend, but 
alas, he was not a playfellow. When Marie took me to the 
Luxembourg Gardens, I used to meet a child there of about 
my own age, a delicate, gentle, quiet creature, whose pallid 
face was half hidden by a pair of big spectacles, the glasses of 
which were so dark that one could see nothing behind them. 
I cannot remember his name, perhaps I never knew it. We 
used to call him Mouton because of his little white woolly 
coat. 

Mouton, why do you wear spectacles V 

T have bad eyes.’ 

‘Let me see tliem.’ 

Then he had lifted the frightful glasses and the sight of his 
poor blinking, weak eyes had made niy heart ache. 

Not that we played together; I cannot remember that we 

did anything but walk about hand in hand w’ithout savinc a 
word. ^ 

This first friendship of mine lasted only a short time. Mou- 
ton soon stopped coming. Oh, how lonely the Luxembotirg 
seemed then ! . . . But my real despair began when I realized 
that Mouton was going blind. Marie had met the little boy’s 
nurse in the street and she told my mother what she had 
learnt; she spoke in a whisper so that I should not hear; but I 
^ught these words : ‘He can’t find the way to his mouth !’ 
An absurd remark, assuredly, for of course there is no need 
o see in order to find the way to one’s mouth, as I imme- 
diately reflected, but nevertheless it filled me with dismay. I 
ran away to cry in ray room and for several da>'s I practised 
keeping my eyes shut and going about without opening them, 
so as to try and realize what Mouton must be feeling. 

»3 


My father was taken up preparing his lectures at the 
Facultyof Law and gave very little of his time to me. He spent 
most of the day shut up in a vast and rather dark study, into 
which I was only allowed when he expressly invited me. I 
have a photograph which keeps me in mind of my father with 
his square-cut beard and rather long curly black hair; with- 
out this picture I should only have had the recollection of his 
extreme gentleness. My mother told me later that his col- 
leagues had surnamed him Vir probus ; and I learnt from one 
of them tliat they often had recour.^e to his advice. 

I had a veneration for my father which was slightly mixed 
witli fear and which was enhanced by the solemnity of this 
abode. I went into it as into a temple; the bookcase rose out 
of the gloom like a tabernacle; a thick carpet of a dark rich 
colour stifled the sound of my footsteps. There was a reading- 
desk near one of the two wdndows; in die middle of the room 
stood an enonnous table covered with books and papers. My 
father would go and fetch some big volume, a Coutume of 
Burgundy or Normandy, and open the heavy folio on the arm 
of an easy chair, so that we might follow from page to page 
the persevering labours of a gnawing bookworm. While he 
was consulting some ancient text, the learned jurist had 
admired these little clandestine galleries and had said to him- 
self, ‘Ah ! this will amuse my small boy.’ And it did amuse 
me very much, and the amusement he seemed to take in it as 
well, increa.sed my own. 

But my recollection of the study is especially bound up 
with his reading aloud. My father had very sf)ccial ideas as to 
what should he re^id to me - ideas that were not shared by 
my mother; and I used often to hear them discus.s what was 
the proper nourishment for a child’s mind. Similar discussions 
sometimes arose on the subject of obedience, my mother 
holding that a child should obey without tr>'ing to under- 
stand, my father alw-ays inclining to explain me everything. I 
remember very’ well that then rny mother would comj)are tfie 
child I was to the people of Israel and declare that before 
living in grace it was good to have lived under tlie law. I 
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think to-day that my mother was right ; nevertheless my atti- 
tude to her at that time was constantly marked by discussions 
and frequently by insubordination, while a single word from 
my father would have obtained anything he pleased from 
me. I diink it was inclination rather tlian principle that kept 
him from holding up for my admiration or amusement any- 
thing he did not himself like and admire. French literature 
for children at that date was almost wholly inept, and I think 
he would have been pained to see some of the books that were 
put into my hands later on— Madame de Segur’s for instance, 
though I must confess that, like nearly all the children of my 
generation, I took a good deal of pleasure in them - foolish 
pleasure but fortunately not greater than the pleasure I had 
before taken in hearing my father read aloud to me certain 
scenes from Moliere, certain passages of the Odyssey, Pathe- 
lin’s Farce, the adventures of Sindbad or Ali Baba and some 
of the harlequinades of the Italian Comedy that are to be 
found in Maurice Sand’s Masques; in this book there were 
pictures for me to admire too of Harlequin, Columbine, 
Punchinello, and Pierrot, after I had listened to them dis- 
coursing in my father's voice. 

The success of these readings was such and iny father’s 
wnfidence in me so great, that one day he ventured on the 
first part of the Book of Job. This was an experiment at which 
my mother wished to be present; and so it took place not in 
the library, like the other readings, but in a small drawing- 
room which was more particularly in my mother’s domain.'’l 
would not swear of course that I at once understood the full 
beauty of the sacred text ! But the reading certainly made the 
awpest impression on me, not only because of the solemnity 
of story, but because of the gravity of my father’s voice 
my mother’s expression, as she sat with her eyes closed, 
in order alternatively to signify or to shield her pious absorp-’ 

don and opened them only to cast a questioning glance on 
me, full of love and hope. 

Sometimes on fine summer evenings, when we had not 
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supped too late, and when my father was not too busy, he 
used to say : 

‘Would my little friend like to come for a walk?’ 

He never called me anything but his ‘little friend’. 

‘You’ll be sensible, won’t you?’ said my mother. ‘Don’t 
come in too late.’ 

I liked going out with my father; and as he rarely gave 
me any of his time, the few things we did together had an 
urihuiiiliar, solemn, and rather mysterious air about them 
which delighted me. 

Playing as we went at some game of rhymes or riddles, we 
would walk up the Rue de Tournon and then either cross the 
Luxembourg Gardens or follow tlie part of the Boulevard St 
Germain that skirts them, until we reached the second gar- 
den near tlie Observatory. In those days the land that faces 
the School of Pharmacy had not yet been built over; tlie 
School itself in fact did not exist. Instead of the six-storied 
houses that stand there now, tliere were nothing but tem- 
porary wooden booths, stalls for the selling of old clothes, and 
sellers or hirers of second-hand velocipedes. The asphalt - or 
perhaps macadam - space winch borders the second Luxem- 
bourg was u.sed as a track by the devotees of this sport; they 
sal [lercfied up aloft on those weird, paradoxical machines 
which were the ancestors of the bicycle, circled swiftly past us 
and disappeared into the darkness. We admired their bold- 
ness and their elegance. The framework and the minute back 
wheel on which the ecjuilibrium of this aerial apparatus de- 
pended were scarcely visible. The slender front wheel swayed 
to and fro; tfie rider seemed some fantastic creature of a 
dream world. 

As the night fell, it intensified the lights of a cafS-concert a 
little further on, whose music attracted us. We could not see 
the gas globes themselves, only the strangely illuminated 
horse-chestnut trees above the palisade. We drew near. 7 he 
planks were not so well Joined as to prevent one from getting 
a peep here and there between two of them, if one pul one s 
eye close enough : I could just make out over the dark 
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swaniiing mass of the audience, the wonderment of the 
stage, on which some music-hall star was warbling her 
absurdities. 

Sometimes we still had time to walk back through the big 
Luxembourg Gardens. But a rub-a-dub of drums soon gave 
notice it was closing time. The last visitors reluctantly turned 
towards the exits, with the park-keepers close at their heels, 
and behind tliem the broad giU'den walks, now left deserted, 
filled slowly up with mystery. On those evenings I w’ent to 
bed intoxicated wdth darkness, sleep, and strangeness. 


When I was five years old, my parents sent me to some 
children s classes held by Mademoiselle Fleur and Madame 
Lackerbauer. 

Mademoiselle Fleur lived in the Rue de Seine. While the 
little ones, of whom I was one, were poring over their alpha- 
bets or copy-books, the elders - or rather the elder girls (for 
Mademoiselle Fleur’s classes were attended by a good many 
girls but only by little boys) - were in great excitement over 
some theatricals to which the children’s parents were to be 
invited. An act of Lcs Plaidcurs was being rehearsed; I saw 
the girls trying on their false beards and envied them for 

being allowed to dress up; nothing, I thought, could be more 
delightful. 

I remember nothing at Madame Lackerbauer s but an 
0 d electric apparatus (a Ramsden machine) which made me 
desperately curious, with its glass disk, on to which were 
stuck bttle metal plaques, and a handle to make the disk go 
ound; it was expressly forbidden to touch it ‘on pain of 
eath as the notices on high-power transmission posts say 
une day the mistress tried to make the machine work- we 

j Planning; we expected to see the mistress struck 

"> brass knob at the end of the 

hStefweTe^e! ’ 
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I was seven years old when my mother thought it necessary 
to supplement Mademoiselle Fleur’s and Madame Lacker- 
bauer’s classes by Mademoiselle de Goecklin’s piano lessons. 
One could not help suspecting this innocent lady to be less 
devoted to the arts than in extreme need of earning her 
living. She was a slight, pale little creature and always looked 
on tlie point of faintirjg. I think she can never have had 
enough to eat. 

When I was well-behaved, Mademoiselle deGoecklin used 
to present me w ith a picture wliich she drew out of a small 
mufT. The picture in itself might have seemed ordinary 
enough and I might almost have turned up my nose at it; 
but it was scented - extraordinarily scented - in remem- 
brance, no doubt, of the muff; 1 used liardly to give it a 
glance; I just snified it; then I stuck it into an album with 
other pictures, which the big shops used to give their cus- 
tomers’ children - but which were not scented. A little while 
ago, I opened the album to ajnuse a small ncfdiew : Made- 
moiselle de Goecklin’s pictures arc still perfumed; they have 
perfumed the whole album. 

After I had done my scales, my arpeegios and a little 
solfegc and drummed over again and again some piece out 
of The YoungPiamst, I gave up my place to my mother, who 
sat lierself down beside Mademoiselle de Goecklin. I think 
it was from modesty that mamma never played alone; but in 
duets she was magnificent I As a nilc it was a part of some 
Haydn symphony they played, preferably the finale which, 
so she thought, needed less expression because the time was 
so quick - and she hurried it more and more the nearer she 
came to tlic end. She counted aloud from one end of the 
piece to the other. 

When I VN'as a little older, Mademoiselle de Goecklin 
slop[)ed coming to us: I used to go to her for my lessons. She 
lived in a tiny apartment with an elder sister, who was either 
an invalid or a little feeble-minded and had to be looked 
after. In the first room, which probably served as the dining- 
room, there was a cage full of bengali finches; in the second 
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room stood the piano; some of the notes in the upper re.^ister 
were horribly out of tune, which considerably damped any 
preference I might have had for taking ilie treble in our 
duets. Mademoiselle de Goecklin had no difficulty in under- 
standing my repugnance and she would say in a plaintive 
voice and a kind of abstracted manner, as if she were giving 
a discreet order to a spirit : ‘We must really send for the 
piano-tuner.’ But the spirit never did the errand. 

My parents had taken to passing the summer holidays in 
Calvados at La Roque Baignard, a country place w'hich had 
come into my mother’s possession at my grandmother Ron- 
deaux’ death. The Christmas holidays we spent at Rouen 
with my mother’s relations, and the Easter ones at Uzes with 
my paternal grandmother. 

Nothing could be more different than these two families, 
nothing more different than the two provinces of France 
which combine their contradictory influences in me. I have 
often thought that I was driven into the field of art by my 
consciousness that only in this way should I find it possible to 
reconcile these discordant elements which would otlienvise 
have led to a state of perpetual warfare or at any rate 
antagonism. No doubt the only natures capable of asserting 
themselves powerfully are those having bcliind them one un- 
deyiating urge of heredity. On the otlier hand, arbiters and 
artists are, I imagine, produced when cross-breeding en- 
courages the simultaneous growth and conseejuent neutraliza- 
tion of opposing elements. I am very much mistaken if 
examples could not be found to bear me out. 

But the law which I here adumbrate has hitherto, it would 
seem, occupied historians so little that not a single one of the 
biographies I have consulted at Cuverville, where I am writ- 
ing this, not a single dictionary, not even tlie enonnous 
^iographie UniverseUe in fifty-two volumes, not one of them, 

say, look where I may, so much as mentions the maternal 

ngins of a single great man or single hero. Some day I shall 
return to this subject. 

My great-grandfather, Rondeaux de Montbray, coun- 
ts 


seller, like his father before hini, at the Cour des Comptes 
{his fine town house still stood in the Place Notre-Dame 
opposite the catliedrai), was Mayor of Rouen in 1789. In 
93 he was thrown into prison at Saint-Yon with Monsieur 
d Herbouville, and Monsieur de Fontenay, who was con- 
sidered more advanced, succeeded him in his post. On leav- 
ing prison, he retired to Louviers. It was there, I think, that 
he married for the second time.' He had had t%vo children 
by a previous marriage: and up till that time the Rondeaux 
family had been wholly Catholic; but Rondeaux de Mont- 
bray-^s second wife was a Protestant, Mademoiselle Dufour, 
who bore him three more children, of wfiom Edouard, my 
graiidfatlier, was one. These children were baptized and 
brought up in the Catholic faith. But my grandfatJier, too, 
married a Protestant - Julie Pouchet, and this time the five 
children, of whom my mother was the youngest, were 
brought up as Protc.stants. 

At the time of my story, nevertheless, tliat is to say at the 
extreme limit of my memories, my grandparents’ house had 
reverted to Catholicism and had become indeed more 
Catholic and bien pensant than it had ever been before. My 
uncle Henri Rondeaux who, after my grandmother’s death, 
lived in it with his wife and two children, had been converted 
when he was still very young and long before he had thought 
of marry'ing the very Catholic Mademoiselle Lucile K. 

The Rouen house was at the corner of the Rue*de Crosne 
and tfic Rue de Fontenelie. Its carriage entrance gave on to 
the latter street and most of its windows on to the'fonncr. I 
thought it enonnou.': - and 'io indeed it wa.s. Downstairs, as 
well as the porter's lodge, llie kitchen, the stables, and the 
coach-house, there wjls a warehouse for the roucnncrics or 
printed linens which my uncle manufactured in his factory at 
Le Houlrne, a few kilonietrcs outside Rouen. Next to the 
warehouse there wa.s also a little office into which we children 

I. For this information and th.it which follows I nm indebted to 
my aunt, M.-idamc Rondeaux, from whose dictation I took it down 
during her last stay at Cuvervillc. 
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were forbidden to go, and which, for that matter, was for- 
bidding enough of itself, with its smell of stale tobacco and 
gloomy, cheerless aspect. But on the other hand, how delight- 
ful the house was! Even as one stepped over the threshold, 
the deep-soft-toned bell seemed to be giving one a welcome. 
To the left, under the arched entrance way and three steps 
up, was the porter’s lodge, from which the porter’s wife 
smiled down at one through her glass door. Opposite lay the 
courtyard, where all sorts of decorative green plants, ranged 
in pots against the further wall, were enjoying the air for a 
little before going back to the greenhouse at Le Houlme, out 
of which they had been taken and to which they would 
shortly be sent back for their health’s sake - meanwhile taking 
it in turns to have a little rest here, after their service indoors. 
And indoors ! Oh, how wann, how soothing, how discreet it 
all felt! A little severe perhaps, but so comfortable, so digni- 
fied and pleasant I The well of the staircase was lighted below 
by the arched entrance way, and at the top of the house by 
a glass roof. On every landing tliere were long benches, 
covered with green velvet, where it was delightful to lie on 
one’s stomach and read. But one was still more comfortable 
between the second and last floors, silting on the stejjs them- 
selves, which were laid with a black and white speckled car- 
pet, bordered with wide strips of red. The light that fell from 
the glass roof was soft and peaceful. I sat on one step and 
leant my elbow on the one above, which also served as a 
reading desk, as it slowly dug into my ribs. 

I mean to write down my recollections just as they come, 
v«nthout trying to arrange them in any order. The most 1 can 
do is to group them round places and persons; my memory 
seldom goes wrong about places but often confuses dates. I 
am lost if I attempt to take count of chronology. When I 
think over the past, I am like a person whose eyes cannot 
properly measure distances and is liable to think things ex- 
tremely remote which on examination prove to be quite near, 
^is is how for a long time I was convinced I remembered 
the entry of the Prussians into Rouen. 


21 


It was night time. A military brass band was playing; one 
could see it from the Rue de Crosne balcony as it marched 
past; and the walls of the houses were whipped into aston- 
ished life by the flickering lights of resinous torches. 

My mother to whom I spoke of this in later years con- 
vinced me that, first of all, I was much too young to have 
any recollection whatever of that time, and secondly, that 
no inhabitant of Rouen, or at any rate no member of my 
family, would ever have gone on to the balcony to look out, 
even if Bismarck or the King of Prussia himself had ridden 
by, so that if the Germans had got up a procession, it would 
have passed through streets of closed shutters. What I remem- 
bered must certainly have been the military torchlight pro- 
cessions which used to go up and down the Rue de Crosne 
every Saturday evening, long after the Germans had left the 
town. 

‘That was what we used to show you. And, do you remem- 
ber, we used to sing : 

Hey diddle day! Hey diddle day! 

See the fine soldiers marching away!' 

And suddenly the song came back to me as well. Every- 
thing returned to its proper place and proportions. But I felt 
as if I had been a little defrauded ; it semed to me I had been 
nearer the truth in the first instance and that what my youth- 
ful senses had invested with such importance deserved to be 
a hLstorical event. Hence the unconscious necessity I had felt 
of making it unduly remote, so that it might be magnified by 
distance. 

It was the .same with the ball at the Rue de Crosne, which 
my memory obstinately placed in my grandmother’s lifetime; 
but as she died in 1873, when I was not yet four years old, I 
must have been thinking of the party which my uncle and 
aunt Henri gave three years later, on the occasion of their 
daughter’s coming of age. 

I had gone to bed, but was prevented from sleeping by 
strange rumours - a thrill of agitation that ran through the 
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house from top to bottom, accompanied by waves of har- 
monious sound. No doubt I had noticed some {)reparations 
during die day. No doubt I liad been told there was to be a 
ball that evening. But could I have any idea what a ball was ? 
I had not given the matter a thought and had gone to bed as 
usual. But now came these strange rumours ... I li.stcned, 
trying to catch some sound that would be more distinct, try- 
ing to understand what was happening. I strained my ears 
with all my might and main. Finally, unable to resist any 
longer, I got up and groped my way out of the room along 
the dark passage, till I reached tlie lighted staircase. My room 
was on the third floor. The waves of sound rose from the 
first; I felt I must go and see; and as 1 got nearer, creeping 
downstairs step by step, I began to distinguish the sounds of 
voices, the rustling of dresses, whispering and laughter. 
Nothing wore its usual look; I felt as if I was going to be 
suddenly initiated into another life - a mysterious, differently 
real, more brilliant, more exciting life, which began only 
after little boys had gone to bed. The passages on the second 
floor were deserted; the party was dow’iistairs. Should 1 go 
on? I should be caught if I did. I should certainly be 
puriished for not going to sleep, for having ventured to look. 
I slipped my head between the iron bars of the banisters to 
take a peep. At that very moment some of the guests were 
arriving - an officer in unifonn, a lady all in ribbons and 
silk ; she was holding a fan in her hand ; the man-servant - my 
friend Victor - whom I did not recognize at first because of 
his knee-breeches and white stockings, was standing by the 
open door of the drawing-room and announcing the guests. 
All of a sudden someone pounced down on me - it was my 
nurse Marie, who was trying to peep like me and had en- 
sconced herself a little lower down, at the first turn of the 
stairs. She seized me in her arms and I thought at first she 
'vas going to carry me back to my room and shut me up ; but 
no, on the contrary, she took me down to tlie place where she 
^ n watching and from W'hich it was just possible to 
catch a tiny whiff of the festiviues below. I heard tlie music 
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perfectly now. I saw the gentlemen whirling round to the 
sound of invisible instruments, with beautifully dressed 
ladies, who were all far more lovely than in the daytime. 
Then the music ceased ; the dancers stopped ; and there was a 
noise of voices instead of the sound of instruments. My nurse 
was on the point of taking me back to bed, when just at that 
moment one of the lovely ladies who was standing leaning by 
die door and fanning herself caught sight of me. She came 
up to where I was and kissed me, laughing because I did not 
recognize her. She was evidently the friend I had seen that 
morning calling on my mother; but all the same I was not 
really and truly sure of it. When I got back to my bed, my 
brain was in a turmoil, and before sinking into sleep, I 
thought in a confused way - there is reality and there are 
dreams; and there is another reality as well. 

The vague, ill-defined belief that something else exists 
alongside the acknowledged, above-board reality of everyday 
life, inhabited me for many years; and I am not sure that 
even to-day I have not still some remnants of it left. It had 
nothing in common with tales of fairies, ghouls, or witches, 
nor even with Hoffman’s or Hans Andersen’s stories. No, I 
tliink it was more a kind of unskilful desire to give life more 
thickness - a desire that later on religion was better able to 
satisfy; and also a sort of propensity to imagine a clandestine 
side to things. After my father’s death, for instance, big boy 
as I was, I took it into my head tliat he was not really dead, 
or at any rate - how can I put this kind of apprehension? - 
that he was only dead to our visible, diurnal life, but that at 
night he used to come secretly while I was asleep and visit 
my mother. In the daytime, my suspicions wavered, but at 
night, just before going to sleep, I felt them grow more vivid 
and more certain. I did not try to unravel the mystery; I felt 
I should put an abrupt stop to anything I might try to dis- 
cover; no doubt, I was still too young, thought I, and then 
my mother was too much in the habit of saying about too 
many things, ‘You will understand it when you are older* - 
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but on certain nights, as I dropped off to sleep, I really had 
tlie feeling that I was making way - giving up my place. 

I must return to the Rue de Crosne. I can see the school- 
room on the second floor at the end of a passage into which 
the bedrooms open; it is more comfortable, cosier than the 
big drawing-rooms downstairs, so that my mother prefers 
sitting here and keeping me vvith her. A big cupboard, which 
serves as a bookcase, takes up the end wall. I'he two windows 
look on to the courtyard; one of them is double and in be- 
tween the two frames are pots and saucers in which there are 
flowering bulbs - crocuses, hyacinths, ‘Duke of Tholl’ tulips. 
On either side of the fireplace are two large tapestry arm- 
chairs, worked by my mother and aunts. My mother is seated 
in one of them. Miss Shackleton, on a mahogany chair 
covered with crimson rep, is sitting at the table, busied with 
her filet embroidery. The little square of filet .she is adorning 
“ a spider s web over which her needle runs industriously to 
and fro - is stretched on a metal frame; Miss Shackleton 
sometimes consults a pattern, on which the design is traced in 

white on a blue ground. My mother looks at the window 
and says : 

The crocuses are out; we shall soon be having fine 
weather.’ 

Miss Shackleton corrects her gently : 

‘Oh, Juliette, how like you ! It is because the weather is 
fine already that the crocuses have come out. Surely you 
know tliey don’t start it.’ 

Anna Sliackleton ! I recall your calm face and pure brow, 
the slight severity of your mouth, your smiling eyes that 
showered such loving-kindness on my childhood. I wish I 
could invent fresh words in which to speak of you - more 
moving, more respectful, tenderer words. Shall I some day 
tell the story of your modest life? I should like your humility 
t^hine as resplendently in my story as it will shine before 
on the day the mighty are cast down and the lowly 
magmfied. It is not the great and glorious of this world that 
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I have ever felt inclined to portray - no, but those whose 
truer glory is hidden from sight. 

I cannot say what reverses of fortune had brought the 
Shackleton children out of the depths of Scotland and cast 
tliem on the Continent. Pastor Roberty, who himself married 
a Scotswoman, was, I believe, acquainted with the family 
and it was no doubt he who recommended the eldest daugh- 
ter to my grandmother. Needless to say, I only learnt all that 
follows much later, either from my mother herself or from 
my elder cousins. 

It was really as my mother’s governess that Miss Shackle- 
ton entered our family. My mother was then nearly old 
enough to be married and many a one thought that the 
presence of Anna Shackleton - young herself and moreover 
extremely pretty - might not be very advantageous for her 
pupil. Young Juliette Rondeaux, it must be confessed, was 
not a very easy person to manage. Not only did she con- 
stantly retire into the background and efface herself when 
she ought to have been cutting a figure, but she never lost an 
opportunity of pushing forward Anna, to whom she had 
almost immediately become devotedly attached. Juliette 
could not endure to be better dressed than her friend; she 
considered everything that drew attention to her position or 
her fortune shocking, and a continual battle was waged be- 
tween her on one side, and her mother and elder sister Claire, 
on the other, about questions of precedence. 

My grandmother was assuredly not a hard-hearted 
woman; but though not exactly over-proud of her position, 
she had a very lively sense of social hierarchies. Her daughter 
Claire had this same sense (she had indeed very little other) 
but not her mother’s kindness of heart. She was irritated 
to find her sister was without it, and to be met instead by a 
temper which, if not actually rebellious, was at any rate far 
from submissive - a temper which was probably not natural 
to Juliette, but which had apparently been fostered by her 
friendship for Anna. Claire found it difficult to forgive Anna 
her sister’s friendship; she comidered that friendship com- 
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ports degrees and shades and that it was not proper Miss 
Shackleton should forget she was a governess. 

‘What!’ thought my mother, ‘am I handsomer? or more 
intelligent, or better? Is my fortune or my name any reason 
I should be preferred ?’ 

‘Juliette,’ Anna would say, ‘you must give me a tea- 
coloured silk gown for your wedding-day, and I sliall be 
completely happy.’ 

* 

For a long time Juliette Rondeaux had disdained the most 
brilliant matches in Rouen, when one day people were sur- 
prised to hear she had acce|>ted a penniless young professor 
of law, from the depths of Provence, who would never have 
dared to ask her hand if good Pastor Roberty, by wlioni he 
had been introduced into my mother’.s family, and who knew 
her views, had not encouraged him to do so. When, six years 
later, I made my appearance, Anna Shackleton adopted me 
as she had adopted, one after the other, iny big cousins. As 
neither beauty, nor grace, nor kindness, nor cleverness, nor 
virtue can compensate for lack of money, it was never Anna’s 
lot to know anything of earthly love but a pale reflection, nor 

to have any otJier family but the one my relations provided 
her with. 

My memory of her recalls a face with features already a 
little hardened by age and a slightly severe moutl:; her eyes 
alone had kept their smiles - a smile that at any trifle was 
ready to break out into laughter so fresh and pure tliat it 
kerned as though ncitlier sorrows nor disappointments had 
een able to lessen the extreme amusement it is natural for a 
numan being to take in life. My father too had the same 
augh and sometimes Miss Shackleton and he went off into 
ot childish merriment, in which I cannot remember my 
mother’s ever joining. ^ 

Anna (wi^ the exception of my father, who always said 
Mademoiselle Anna, we all called her by her Christian name 
and I used even to say ‘Nana’ - a childish habit I only gave 
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up when a book by Zola came out with this name for title) - 
Anna Shackleton wore a kind of indoors cap, made of black 
lace, with two lappets that fell on each side of her face and 
framed it rather oddly. I do not know when she took to this 
headdress, but I cannot remember her without it, and she is 
wearing it in one or two photographs I have of her. Though 
the expression of her face, her bearing, and whole way of life 
were so tranquil and harmonious, Anna was never idle; she 
kept her intenninable embroidery for the time she spent in 
company and devoted her long hours of solitude to transla- 
tion ; for she read English and German as well as French, and 
knew Italian very tolerably. 

I have kept some of these translations, which were never 
printed ; they are written in her fine regular handwriting and 
fill several stout copybooks to the last line. All the works she 
translated in this way have since appeared in other transla- 
tions - better perhaps; and yet I cannot bring myself to 
throw away these copybooks which tell such a tale of 
patience, love, and probity. The one among them I am 
especially fond of is Goethe’s Reineke Fuchs, of which Anna 
used often to read me passages. After she had finished this 
work my cousin, Maurice Dcmarest, gave her a present of 
a set of little plaster heads of all the animals mentioned in 
the old fabliau ; Anna had hung them all round the frame 
of the glass over the mantelpiece in her room, and tlicy were 
a constant delight to me. 

Anna drew too and painted. She made some sketches of 
La Roque, conscientious, harmonious, modest sketches, 
which still hang in my wife’s room at Cuvcrville; and another 
of La Mivoie, a place which belonged to my grandmother 
on the right bank of the Seine above Rouen. (It was sold 
shortly after her death and I should scarcely remember it 
except for the fact that every time I go to Nonnandy I can 
see it from the train near Saint-Adrien’s hill, and above the 
church of Bon-Secours, a few moments before one crosses Uie 
bridge.) In Anna’s water-colour, it still has the graceful 
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balustrade and the Louis XVI facade, which its new owners 
promptly ruined by adding to it a massive pediment. 

But Anna’s principal occupation, her dearest study, was 
botany. In Paris she assiduously attended Monsieur Bureau’s 
lectures at the Natural History Muscujn, and in the sfjring 
she used to join the botanizing excursions organized hyMon- 
sieur Poisson, his assistant. I make a point of not forgetting 
these names winch Anna referred to witli such veneration, 
and which wore the halo of a great prestige in my eyes. My 
mother thought this would be an opportunity of getting me 
to take a little exercise, and allowed me to join ilicse Sunday 
excursions, which gave me tlie romantic feeling of a scientilic 


voyage of discovery. Tlie band of botanists was composed 
almost entirely of old maids and hanniess monomaniacs. We 
used to meet at some station and take the train together : we 
all wore, slung over our shoulders, a tin box painted green, in 
which to put the plants we projjoscd to study or dry, Some 
of us had pruning scissors as well, and some, butterfly nets. 
I was among the latter, for 1 was not interested in flowers at 
that time so much as in insects and especially in beetles, of 
which I was beginning a collection; and my pockets were 
stuffed with boxes and glass bottles in which I poisoned my 
'^ctims by means of benzine fumes or potassium cyanide. At 
the same time I hunted for plants as well : more nimble than 
the elderly explorers, I ran on ahead, left the beaten track to 
ransack the copses and fields, and trumpeted my discoveries, 
bursting with pride when I was tlie first to catch sight of a 
r^e species; the other members of our little troop came up to 
admire it after\vards - rather vexed, some of them, when the 
^ecimen was unique, wliile 1 took my prize off in triumph to 

In imitation of Anna and with her help, I made a herb- 
^um, but I more especially helped her to complete hers, 
^ \ ^ l^rge and remarkably well arranged. Not 

®uy ad she succeeded by dint of patience in getting the 
nest examples of each variety, but they were marvellously 
• thin strips of gummed paper were used to keep the 


29 




most delicate little stalks in place; the build and carriage of 
the plant were carefully respected; the bud, the full-blown 
flower and the seed were all shown together, and the names 
underneath were written in copper-plate. Sometimes the 
designation of a doubtful variety necessitated the most care- 
ful and minute investigations. Anne bent over her micro- 
scope, anned herself with pincers and tiny scalpels, opened 
the flower delicately, spread its organs under the objective 
glass and showed me some peculiarity of the stamens or what 
not, which her Flora had not mentioned and which Monsieur 
Bureau had pointed out. 

It was especially at La Roque, where Anna came with us 
every summer, that her botanizing activities reached their 
height and the herbarium grew fat. She and I never went out 
without our green boxes (for I had mine too) and a kind of 
special trowel which enabled us to dig up the plant without 
injuring its root. Sometimes we watclied one particular plant 
day after day ; we waited for the flower to come to perfection 
and were in real despair when on the last day we found per- 
haps that it had been half eaten by caterpillars, or maybe a 
sudden storm kept us in. 

At La Roque the herbarium reigned suf^reme; everything 
connected with it was perfonned with the zeal and gravity 
pertaining to a rite. On fine days, the leaves of grey paper, 
between which the plants were to be dried, were spread out 
on all the window-sills and on the sunny parts of tables and 
floors. Some of them - those that were slender or fibrous - 
required only a few leaves of paper; but there were others - 
fleshy ones, juicy with sap - which had to be pressed between 
thick mattresses of very dry, spongy paper that had to be 
changed every day. All tJiis took a considerable amount of 
time and needed much more room than Anna was able to 

find in Paris. 

She lived in the Rue de Vaugirard, between the Rue 
Madame and the Rue d’Assas, in a little flat of four poky 
rooms that were so low you could almost touch the ceiling 
with your hand. The apartment, however, was not badly 
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situated, opposite the garden or courtyard of some scientific 
institution, which gave us an opportunity of witnessing the 
first trials of those strange affairs - solar boilers. Tlicy were 
like enonnous flowers, with a corolla made of mirrors; the 
pistil, at the point where the rays of light converged, con- 
tained the water which had to be brought to the boil. No 
doubt the attempt was successful, for one fine day, one of 
tile boilers burst, terrifying the whole neighbourhood, and 
breaking the window-panes in Anna’s drawing-room and 
bedroom, which both looked on to the street. "I he dining- 
room and a study where Anna usually sat, looked on to a 
courtyard; it was here that she preferred to receive the few 
intimate friends who came to see her; and I should no doubt 
have forgotten the drawing-room, if it had not been that a 
little folding bed had been put up for me tliere, when once, 
to my great joy, my mother had entrusted me for a few days 

to her friend s care, for some reason or other which I cannot 
remember. 


When I began going to the ficolc Alsaciennc, my parents 
having, I suppose, come to the conclusion that tlic education 
was getting with Mademoiselle Fleur and Madame Lackcr- 
bauer was no longer adequate, it was settled I should have 
unch with Anna once a week. It was on Thursdays, I remem- 
ber, after the gymnastic lesson. The Ecole Alsacienne was 
not then a,s flourishing as it afterwards became and had no 
special room for physical drill, so that its pupils used to be 
sent to Pascaud’s Gymnasium, a few doors from Anna’s, in 
flie Rue de Vaugirard. I used to arrive at her rooms still 
anpping witli perspiration, and all in disorder, my clothes 
of sawdust and my hands sticky with rosin. What was 
^ere so channing about those luncheons? Chiefly, I think. 
Anna’s untiring attention to all my most foolish cliattcr. Uic 
eebng that I was important in her eyes, that I was awaited, 
considered, made much of. It was for my sake the room filled 
welcome and smiles and the lunch was especially good, 
cw I wish that in return I could remember one gracious 
act, one look or word of childish affection ... But no ; die 



only thing I can recall is an absurd sentence, worthy of the 
dense boy I then was; I blush to repeat it - but this is no 
romance I am writing and I have determined not to flatter 
myself in these memoirs, either by adding anytliing agreeable 
or hiding anything painful. 

As I was eating that morning with an excellent appetite 
and it was clear that Anna, witii her small means, had done 
her best : 

‘Oh, Nanai’ I cried, ‘I shall eat you out of house and 
home !’ (the words are still ringing in my ears) ... At any 
rate, I had no sooner pronounced them, than I felt that no 
one of any delicacy of heart could have said such a thing, that 
Anna was hurt by them, that I had a little wounded her. 
This was, I think, one of the first flashes of my conscience - a 
fugitive gleam, too fitful and too feeble as yet to pierce the 
thick darkness that still wrapped my tardy childliood. 


2 

I CAN imagine my mother’s bewilderment when for the first 
time she left her comfortable surroundings in the Rue de 
Crosne to accompany my father to Uzes. The progress of 
the age seemed to have passed by this little Provencal town, 
situated off the beaten track and unaware of the surrounding 
world. The railway went only as far as Nimes, or at most to 
Rernoulins ; and from tliere one had to finish the journey in a 
crazy shandrydan. It was considerably longer to go by Nimes, 
but the road was much more beautiful. It crossed the Gardon 
by Saint Nicholas’s bridge and then one entered Palestine 
and Judaea. The rough glen or garrigue smelt sweet of laven- 
der and was bright with tufts of white and purple cistus. A 
dry, exhilarating air blew overhead, which cleared the road 
but covered everything round with dust. Our carriage often 
started numbers of enormous grasshoppers, which spread 
their blue, red, or grey membranes and shot up into the air, 
gay butterflies for a single moment, but falling down the 
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next with their brightness dulled, and indistinguishable from 
the stones and scrub amongst which they lay. 

Asphodels grew on the banks of the Gordon; and in the 
river-bed itself, which was almost everywhere dry. the flora 
was quasi-tropical . . . Here, I leave the shandrydan for a 
moment; there are memories I must snatch in passing or I 
shall not know where else to place them. As I have already 
said, I fit less easily into time than into space; for instaticc, I 
cannot say what year it was that Anna came to visit us at 
Uzes, which my mother no doubt was anxious to show her; 
but what I do remember very clearly is the excursion we 
made with her one day from Saint Nicholas’s bridge to some 
village not far from die Garden, where the carriage was to 
pick us up. 

In the narrow parts of the valley, at the foot of the cliffs 
burning with the reverberated heat of the su>i, the vegetation 
was so luxuriant it was difficult to make one's w'ay througfi it. 
Anna was in ecstasies at the many plants that were unknown 
to her, and kept recognizing one or another she had never 
before seen growing wild - I was going to say ‘at liberty* - as, 
for instance, those triumphant daturas, sometimes adled 
trumpets of Jericho’, which, with the oleanders, have re- 
mained so deeply engraved on my memory for dieir splen- 
dour and strangeness. We advanced cautiously on account of 
snakes, and saw several, though mostly harmless ones, which 
glided out of our way. My father, who found something to 
amuse him at every turn, was inclined to loiter and linger. 
My motlier, aware of the lateness of the hour, tried in vain 
to hurry us on. The evening was already closing in when we 
came out from between tlie high banks of the river. The 
™lage was still a long way off and the angelic sound of its 
ells reached us only faintly; the road that led to it was 
no mg but an ill-defined path, wavering uncertainly 
rough the brushwood . . . The reader will suspect perhaps 
at I am adding all this after the event; but no; tlie sound 
0 le angelus is still in my ears ; 1 can see the delightful path, 
rosy sunset and the darkness marching up behind us from 
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the bed of the Gardon. At first I was amused by the long 
shadows we cast; then everything vanished in the grey of 
twilight and I felt my mother’s anxiety growing upon me 
too. But ray father and Anna, intent on the beauty of the 
hour, still dawdled, regardless of time. I remember they were 
repeating poetry; my mother thought ‘it was not the moment’ 
and cried : 

‘Paul, you can say that when we get in.’ 

In my grandmother’s apartment all the rooms communi- 
cated, so that in order to get to their bedroom, my parents 
had to go through the dining-room, the drawing-room, and 
another smaller drawing-room, where a bed for me was put 
up. If you finished the round, you came to a little dressing- 
room and then to my grandmotlier’s room, which could be 
reached from the other end as well, by passing through my 
uncle’s room. This latter opened again on to the landing, as 
also did the kitchen and the dining-room. The windows of 
die two drawing-rooms and my parents’ room looked on to 
the esplanade; the others opened on to a narrow courtyard, 
round which the apartment was built ; my uncle’s room alone 
overlooked a dark alley, at the further end of which cobid be 
seen a comer of the market place. My uncle cultivated 
strange objects on his window-sill; he had a collection of 
mysterious glass jars and in these were stuck a number of 
rigid stems round which crystallized what he explained were 
salts of zinc, copper, and other metals ; he told me that 
according to the name of the metal, these implacable growths 
were called trees of Saturn, Jupiter, etc. My uncle had not 
then begun to take an interest in political economy; I heard 
later that his real hobby at that time was astronomy, to which 
study he was drawn by his taste for figures, a habit of taci- 
turn contemplation, and that denial of individuality and 
psychology of any kind, which eventually turned him into a 
being with less knowledge of himself and other people than 
anyone I had ever known. He was then a tall young man, 
with long strands of black hair plastered back behind his 
ears, rather short-sighted, rather queer, chary of words, and 
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incredibly alarming. He was greatly irritated by my mother’s 
constant attempts to thaw him; though full of good inten- 
tions, she was not very adroit, and my uncle, unable or un- 
willing to take the will for the deed, was even then beginning 
to be impervious to the blandishments of anyone who was 
not a humbug. It seemed as if my father had absorbed all the 
family stock of amiability and that none was left to moderate 
the crabbed humours of its other members. 


My grandfather died some time before I was bom ; my 
mother had, however, known him, for I was not bom till six 
^ars after her marriage. She described him to me as a typical 
Huguenot, single-minded and austere, very tall, very strong 
and an^Iar, inflexible, scrupulous to excess, and with a con- 
fidence in God which he pushed to sublime extremes. He had 
ormerly been a president of the Uzes tribunal, and at tlie 
time she knew him was almost entirely taken up by good 

works and by the moral and religious instruction of his 
ounday-school pupils. 


^si^des ray fatlier, Paul, and my uncle, Charles, Tancrede 
^ide had had several children who had died in infancy, one 
from a fall on the head, another from sun-stroke, yet another 
rom a neglected cold - neglected apparently for tlie same 
reason that he neglected his own health. When he fell ill, 
w ich seldom happened, he refused to have recourse to any- 
mg but prayer ; he considered the intervention of the doctor 
otticious, not to say impious, and died without allowing one 

to be sent for. 

Some people may wonder that these impracticable and 
almost antediluvian forms of humanity should have survived 
so long; but the whole small town of Uzes was in itself a 
^’^val, ^d my grandfather’s extravagances were certainly 
not conspicuous in a place where everything was of a piece, 
ere everything accounted for them, explained tliem, en- 
^^aged them and even made them appear natural; and 
at IS more, I think that almost identical conditions would 
ave been found over the whole Gevennes district, which 
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even as late as this had barely recovered from the cruel 
religious dissensions by which it had been so long and so 
severely tormented in the past. A strange adventure of my 
own, which I must relate here, though it belonged to my 
eighteenth year, or thereabouts, makes me think I am right. 

I had started from Uzes one morning in answer to an 
invitation from my cousin, Guillaume Granier, a pastor in 
their neighbourhood of Anduze. I spent the day with liim. 
Before letting me go, he had preached to me, prayed with 
me and for me, and blessed me or at least prayed God to 
bless me . . . But this has nothing to do with my story. The 
train was to take me back to Uzes for dinner; but I was read- 
ing Le Cousin Pons. Of all Balzac’s many masterpieces, it is 
perhaps my favourite; at any rate it is the one I have read 
oftenest. Now it was on that very day that I discovered it. I 
was in a seventh heaven of delight, beside myself, oblivious 
of the world . . . 

The approach of night at last interrupted my reading. 
After abusing my carriage for not being lighted, I noticed 
it was stationary; the railway people, thinking it was empty, 
had shunted it on to a siding. 

‘Didn’t you know you had to change?’ they a.sked. ‘You 
must be deaf ! Or perhaps you were asleep. You had better 
take another nap, for there is no train from here now till 
to-rnoiTow morning.’ 

The prospect of passing the night in a dark railway car- 
riage had no chann.s for me ; and besides, I had not dined. 
The station was a long way from the village and I felt less 
attracted by the inn than by the chance of an adventure; 
besides, I had no more than a few pence in my pockets. I 
started walking along the road, trusting to luck, and decided 
to knock at a fairly large mas or farmhouse which looked 
clean and inviting. A woman opened tlie door and I told her 
I had lost my way, that the fact of having no money did not 
prevent me from having an appetite, and that perhaps they 
would be hospitable enough to give nje something to eat and 
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drink ; and then I would go back to my railway cai riage and 
wait patiently till morning. 

The table was already laid, but the woman who had 
opened the door at once set another place. Her liusband was 
away; her old father, wljo was sitting by the lire, for the 
room where they sat was the kitchen as well, remained bend- 
ing over the hearth without speaking, in what seemed a dis- 
approving silence which made me feel uncomfortable. All of 
a sudden I noticed a big Bible on a kind of shelf, and rcali/ing 
I was in a Protestant household, I mentioned the name of the 
person I had been visiting. The old man sat up at once; he 
knew my cousin, the pastor; he even remembered my grand- 
father very well. I realized from the way he spoke of him how 
much unselfishness and kindliness may lie under the roughest 
exterior, and this applied to my grandfather as much as to 
the old peasant. My grandfather must have resembled him, 
I thought, in his look of extreme robustness, his voice which, 
thougli not melodious, was clear and ringing, and his straight- 
forward, uncompromising glance. 

In the meantime the children came in from work - a 
grown-up girl and three boys; more delicately built than 
their grandfather; good-looking young people, but with grave 
faces for their age, and even perhaps a touch of sternness on 
their brows. Tlieir mother placed the steaming soup on the 
table and stopped me in the middle of a sentence with a quiet 
motion of her hand, while the old man said the bcnedicite.^ 

It was during supper that he spoke of my grandfatlier : his 
language, tliough precise, was full of imagery; I am sorr>' 
not to have noted down some of his phrases. 'Can tliis be 
really nothing but a family of peasants ?' I kept saying to my- 
self. What distinction they have, w'hal vivacity, what dignity 


• ■ It has been pointed out to me that this word is never used cx- 
cept by Catholics. I must wait until Protestants provide me with 
a^nother to designate the short prayer that precedes a meal. - 
Author*! note. 


English Protestants have provided the word grace. But I keep the 

Original benedieite for the sake of Gide’s curious note. - Translator's 
note. 
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compared to our loutish, stolid Normandy labourers!’ At 
the end of supper, I got up to go; but my hosts would not 
hear of it. The mother was already setting about her pre- 
parations ; the eldest son would sleep with one of his brothers ; 
I should have his room and his bed, which she spread with 
clean coarse sheets, smelling deliciously of lavender. With 
them, they said, it was early to bed and early to rise, but as 
for me, I might sit up and read, if I felt inclined to. 

‘But,’ said the old man, ‘you will allow us to follow our 
usual custom - which will not astonish you, as you are Mon- 
sieur Tancrede’s grandson.’ 

Then he fetched down the big Bible I had noticed and put 
it on tlie table which had been cleared. His daughter and 
grandchildren sat down again on either side of him at the 
table in an attitude of devotion that came naturally to them. 
The grandfather opened the Holy Book and read aloud a 
chapter of the Gospels in a solemn voice, and then a psalm; 
after which, they all, with the exception of himself, knelt 
down in front of their chairs. I saw that he remained stand- 
ing with his eyes shut and his hands laid on the closed book. 
He uttered a short prayer of thanksgiving, very dignified and 
very simple, with no requests in it, and I remember he 
thanked God for leading me to his door, and in such a tone 
that my whole heart responded to his words. To end up with, 
he said the Lord’s Prayer; then there was a moment’s silence 
before each of the children rose. It was ail so noble and so 
calm the kiss of peac£ he put on the forehead of each so 
beautiful, that I too went up with the others and in my turn 
offered him my forehead. 

There was still alive among my grandfather’s generauon 
the memory of the persecutions that had dealt so unsparingly 
with tlieir ancestors, or at any rate a ceruin tradition of re- 
sistance. A great stubbornness of spirit had resulted from the 
attempt to bend them. Each one of them clearly heard 
Christ’s words addressed to him and to all the little martyred 
flock : ‘Ye arc the salt of the earth ; but if the salt have lost 

his savour wherewith shall it be salted ?’ . . . 
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And it must be acknowledjred tliat tlie Protestant service in 
the little chapel of Uzes still kept a particular racy flavour in 
the days of my childhood. Yes, it fell to my lot to see the 
last representatives of that generation of men who addressed 
God as ‘thou’, attending divine service witli their great felt 
hats on their heads, raising them each time the pastor pro- 
nounced the name of God, and only taking them off during 
the Lord’s Prayer ... A stranger would have been shocked 
at what looked like irreverence, if he had not known that 
these old Huguenots kept tlieir lieads covered in mcmor>’ of 
the open-air services, held under a burning sky, in the secret 
recesses of the mountains, at a time when their ritual carried 
with it the danger of a capital penalty. 

Then, one after the other, these megatheriums disap- 
peared. Their widows survived them for some time. They had 
ceased going out, except to chapel on Sundays, whicli meant 
meeting each other as well. Tliere was my grandmother, her 
friend Madame Abauzit, Madame Vincent, and two other 
old ladies whose names I have forgotten. A little before tlie 
service began, their servant-maids, as old nearly as their mis- 
^esses, brought in the ladies’ foot-warmers and placed them 
m their pews. Then, punctually to the minute, the widows 
made their entrance and the service began. }lalf blind as they 
'yere, they did not recognize each other outside the door, not 
till tliey were safely in their pews, when carried away by the 
pleasure of meeting their cronies, they set up a chorus of ex- 
traordinary greetings - a mixture of congratulations, en- 
quines, and answers; each of them as deaf as a post, hearing 
nothing her gossip said to her, so that for some moments the 
noise of their united voices completely drowned that of the 
unfortunate pastor. Some people, who might otherwise have 
een indignant, forgave the widows in memory of tliclr lius- 
ands; others, less strict, w-ere amused; some of the children 
urst out laughing; as for me, I felt so uncomfortable that I 
not to sit next my grandmother. This little performance 
as repeated every Sunday; it was at once more grotesque 
ncl more touching than can well be imagined. 
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•• I could never make you understand how very old my 
grandmother was. As far back as I can remember there was 
nothing left in her by which one could possibly guess or 
imagine what she had once looked like. She had an iron con- 
stitution and outlived not only her husband, but her eldest 
son, my father, as well; and for a long time after his death, 
my mother and I went back to Uzes year after year to find 
her the same as ever, barely a little deafer - for as to being 
more wrinkled, it was impossible. 

The dear old lady certainly put herself out in every pos- 
sible way to entertain us; which is precisely the reason I am 
not quite sure that we were very welcome. That, however, 
was not the point; what my mother desired was not so much 
to give pleasure as to accomplish a duty, a rite - as, for in- 
stance, ^e solemn letter she obliged me to write to my grand- 
mother every New Year and whic!) completely spoilt the 
holidays for me. I began by trying to get out of it. 

‘But what difference can it make to grannie whether she 

gets a letter from me or not ?’ 

‘That is not the question.’ said my mother; ‘you have not 
got so many obligations as all that in your life; you must not 
shirk them.’ 

Then I would burst into tears. 

‘Come, darling,’ she began again, ‘be sensible; think of 
your poor grannie and remember you are her only grandson. 

‘But what in the world am I to say to iier?’ I wailed 
through my sobs. 

‘Anything. Tell her about your cousins - about your little 
friends, the Jardiniers.’ 

‘But she doesn’t know them.’ 

‘Tell her what you are doing.’ 

‘But you know quite well it won’t interest her. ^ 

‘It’s not the slightest good talking, my dear. You won t 
leave this room [it was the Rue de Crosne schoolroom] till 

you have written that letter.’ 

‘But . . .’ 

‘No, my dear, I am not going to argue. 
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After which my mother retired into a stony silence. I 
dawdled a little longer and then began to rack iny brains 
over my sheet of white paper. , ,, 

The fact is that nothing seemed capable of interesting my 
grandmother any more. And yet whenever we went to stay 
at Uzes, out of kindness, I think, to iny mother^ who would 
sit beside her with her needlework or her book, grandmother 
would put a great strain on her memory and every quarter 
of an hour or so would at last recollect the name of one of 
my Nonnandy cousins and come out with : 

'And how are the VVidmers 


My mother answered her with infinite patience and then 
returned to her reading. Ten minutes later : 

And Maurice Demarcst, he’s not married yet ?’ 

Yes, mother; Albert is the one who isn’t married. Maurice 
has three children - three daugiiters.’ 

‘Dear, dear, Juliette ! Did you ever ! * 

This interjection did not imply any doubt. It was simply a 
exclamation fitted for every' occasion ; my grandmotlier used 
It to express astonishment, approbation, or admiration, so 
that it came as the immediate reflex to whatever one said; 
and for a little time after she had launched it, grandmother’s 
head still kept wagging meditatively up and down ; one saw 
er ruminating the piece of news in a sort of empty mastica- 
tion during which her poor old wrinkled chaps alternately 
^iik m and puffed out. Finally, when it was all thoroughly 
absorbed and she had given up for the time any attempt to 

tnmk of fresh questions, she took up her interrupted knittinir 
again. ‘ ^ 


Grandmother knitted stockings ; it was the only occupation 
ever saw her engaged in. She knitted all day long in the 
^tiner of a diligent insect; but as she continually got up to 
go 0 the kitchen to see what Rose was doing, she often left 

I straying on some piece of furniture or other and 

eauy believe she was never known to finish one. There were 
^nnm^ of stockings in all the drawers, in which Rose 
to Udy them away when she did the drawing-room in 



the morning. As for her knitting needles, grandmother always 
carried a sheaf of them stuck behind her ear, between her 
Htfle beribboned cap and the meagre strands of her yellowish 
grey hair. 

My aunt Anna, her new daughter-in-law, had not the same 
affectionate and respectful indulgence for grandmother that 
my mamma had; she held her mother-in-law responsible for 
everytliing about my uncle that she disapproved of or that 
irritated her. I think she only came to Uzes once while my 
mother and I were staying there; she had no sooner arrived 
than we caught her making a raid on tlie stockings. 

‘Eight ! I’ve found eight of them !’ she said to my motlier, 
at once amused and exasperated by such thriftlessness. And 
in the evening, she could not resist asking my grandmother 
why she never finished any of them. 

The poor old thing tried at first to smile; then she turned 
anxiously to my mother : 

‘Juliette, what does Anna mean ?’ 

But my mother preferred to keep out of it and my aunt 
went on louder than ever : 

‘I was asking, mother, why you never finish one stocking 
before starting on so many fresh ones ?’ 

Then the old lady, a little vexed, pursed up her lips and 
retorted snappily : 

Finish ! Finish ! . . . It’s all very well for Anna ! . . . But 
one must have time !’ 

My grandmother suffered from the constant fear that wc 
should not have enough to eat (though she herself hardly 
ate anything), and my mother had the greatest difficulty in 
persuading her that four dishes to a meal were enough for us. 
More often than not she refused to listen to her protests and 
hurried off, as soon as my mother's back was turned, to have 
a mysterious colloquy with Rose. My mother in her turn 
would catch Rose before she started on her marketing, would 
revise the menu, and suppress three-quarters of it. 
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'Well, Rose, what about those spring chickens?’ cried my 
grandmother at lunch. 

‘But, mother, we’ve already had cutlets this morning. I 
told Rose to keep the spring chickens for to-morrow.’ 

The poor old dear was in despair. 

'Cutlets! Cutlets!’ she would repeat, affecting to laugh. 
Xamb cutlets ! It takes six of them to make a mouthful . . .’ 

Then, by way of protest, she would get up and go to a little 
cupboard at the other end of tlie dining-room and, in order 
to make up for the wretched inadecjuacy of the menu, would 
fetch out a mysterious pot of some delicacy or other which 
had been prepared against our coming. As a rule it contained 
succulent morsels of pork, stuffed with truffles and [)rcscrved 
in lard, known as fricandenux. My mother of course refused. 

Tut, tut ! But the boy would like some at any rate.’ 

‘I assure you, mother, he has had plenty already.’ 

But you don’t want him to die of hunger, do you?’ 

(According to her, every child that was not bursting with 
fat was perishing. When later on she was asked how her 
grandsons, my cousins, were, she invariably pulled a long 
face and answered : ‘Sadly thin !’) 

One good way of escaping my mother’s censorship was to 
order some dish from the Hotel Bechard - a lender fillet of 
beef aux olives^ a vol-au~vent full of quenelles^ or a flaky 
randade, or the traditional cro^tiUon au lard from Fabre- 
gas’, the pastrycook’s. 

My mother, in the name of hygiene, made war too against 

grandmother’s favourite dislics; and in particular against 
t e habit she had when she was helping the vol-au-vent of 
keeping a bit of the bottom crust for herself. 

you’re taking the very richest bit !’ 

yh !’ said my grandmother, who cared not a snap for 
bypene, ‘the bottom crust.. .’ 

Let me help you.’ 

And the poor old thing had to submit to seeing her 
tavounte morsel taken off her plate. 

t was Fabregas too who supplied the sweets, which were 
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very praiseworthy, but not very varied. To tell the truth 
they always resolved themselves into the Sultana, which 
none of us were particularly keen about. The Sultana took 
the shape of a pyramid, sometimes topped, for the sake of 
swagger, with a little angel made of some white inedible sub- 
stance. The pyramid was composed of minute choux la 
creme, with a tough coating of caramel on them, welding 
them together so firmly that they had to be broken through 
with the spoon instead of being elegantly divided. A cloud of 
caramel threads enveloped the whole and removed it from 
the regions of greed with a poetical, if sticky, veil. 

Grandmother wished us to understand it was only for want 
of something better that she offered us a Sultana. She used 
to make a face and say : 

‘Oh ! Fabregas ! ... Fabregas ! He hasn’t much choice !’ 

Or again : 

‘He’s getting careless.’ 

How long those meals lasted for a boy like me, who was 
always impatient to get out I I was passionately fond of the 
country round Uzcs, of the valley of the Fontaine d’Eure and 
above all of the garrigue. In the first years, our maid Marie 
came with me on my walks. I used to drag her up Mont 
Sarbonnet, a little limestone hillock just outside the town, a 
delightful place for caterpillars. The hawk-moth caterpillar, 
which looks like an untwisted turban and has a kind of horn 
on its hinder part, was to be found on the great milky-juiced 
euphorbias; and there were other caterpillars of the swallow'- 
taii variety, which lived on the fennel in the shadow of the 
pines, and which, if one teased them, reared up from the 
backs of their necks a kind of forked trunk with a strong 
smell and an astonishing colour. If you followed the road 
that goes round tlie Sarbonnet, you reached the green 
meadows watered by the Fontaine d’Eure. The wettest o 
these meadows were enamelled in springtime with the grace- 
ful white narcissus known as ‘the poet’s narcissu.s’ and called 
by the people of those parts the courbadonne. The inhabi- 
tants of Uzes never dreamt of picking them and would not 
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turn out of their way to look at tliem; so that there was 
always an extraordinary profusion of tlieni in these solitary 
meadows; the air was perfumed with their scent for a long 
way round ; some of them stooped their faces over the water, 
as in tlie legend I had been taught, and those I would not 
pick; others grew half-hidden in the tliick grass; but as a rule 
each flower, erect on its stalk, shone like a star on the dark 
background of the turf. Marie, like the good Swiss girl she 
was, loved flowers; we used to carry them home in annfuls. 

The Fontaine d’Eure is that constant river the Romans 
captured and brought as far as Nimes by the famous aque- 
duct of the Pont du Card. The valley, through which tfie 
stream flows, half-hidden by alders, closes in as it approaches 
Uzes. O little town of Uzes ! if you were in Umbria, how the 
tourists would flock from Paris to visit you ! Uzes lies on the 
edge of a rock, whose steep slopes are partly covered with the 
thick woods of the Duchy gardens; the big trees that grow at 
the bottom shelter the river crayfish in tlieir tangled roots. 
From the terraces of tlie Promenade or public Gardens, one 
can look across the tall Duchy nettle-trees and see facing one, 
on the other side, a still steeper and more rugged rock, riddled 
with caves, arches, needles, and esairpments, like those one 
sees in sea-shore cliflfs; then, above them and beyond, lies tlie 
harsh, hoarse garrigue, laid waste by the sun. 

Marie, who was constantly complaining of her corns, pro- 
essed very little enthusiasm for the stony paths of the gor- 
Tigue; but the time came when my mother let me go out by 
io>^elf and I could climb the rocks to my heart’s content, 
her walking for some time along the edge of the rock 
ere it was worn smooth by footsteps, and climbing down 

crossed the river 

e on di biau (I do not know whether I have spelt this 
vvhich in Mistral’s language means Oxen fount, cor- 
nlanf- ^ to See tlie washerwomen slowly 

worlf home from 

ffait ^ evening, walking with their upright and noble 
S mat came to them from carrying their load of white 
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linen, antique fashion, on their heads. As Fontaine d'Eure is 
the name of the river itself, I cannot be quite sure that the 
words fon di biau actually meant a fountain : what I re- 
member is a water-mill, which was also a farm, shaded by 
immense plane-trees ; in between the stream and the mill-race 
lay a sort of little island on which the farmyard poultry dis- 
ported themselves. I used to go and dream or read at the 
extreme point of this little island ; perched on the trunk of an 
old willow and hidden in its branches, I watched the adven- 
turous games of the ducks and was deafened deliciously by 
the purring of the mill, tlie clatter of the water in the wheel, 
the m>Tiad whispers and chatter of the river, while from 
further away, where the washerwomen were washing, came 
the rhythmic slapping of their bats. 

But much more often, I would cut the Fon di biau and 
make straight for the garrigue at a run, drawn to it already 
by that strange love of the inhuman and the arid which for 
so long made me prefer the desert to the oasis. The great dry, 
perfumed gusts of wind, the blinding reverberation of the 
sun on the bare rock, were a.s intoxicating as wine. And how 
much I enjoyed climbing the rocks : hunting for the praying 
mantis (the people there call it the prega-Diou), whose con- 
glutinated eggs were such a puzzle to me when I found them 
hanging on some little twig or blade of grass; or lifting up 
the stones to discover the horrible scorpions, centipedes, and 
millipedes that crawled underneath them ! 

On rainy days, when I had to stop indoors, I hunted mos- 
quitoes, or else pulled grandmother’s clocks to pieces, as they 
had usually all gone wrong since our last stay: I found this 
finicky job most absorbing, and how proud I was after I had 
set them going, to hear grannie say, when she was able to tell 

the time again : 

‘Oh, Juliette ! Did you ever ! That boy . . 

But what I liked best in rainy weather was the time I spent 
in the loft, of which Rose lent me the key. (That was where I 
first read Stello. when I was older.) From tlie loft window, 
one could look down on to the neighbouring roofs; there was 
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a large wooden cage, covered with a sack, near tlie window; 
it was there grandmother fattened her chickens for the table. 
I was not much interested in the chickens, but if one kept 
quite still for a little, there peeped out from among the piles 
of trunks, of nameless, useless objects, of all sorts of dusty 
lumber, or from behind the store of logs and kindling wood, 
the funny little faces of Rose’s kittens, still too young to 
prefer, as their mother did, the wann peaceful kitchen, Rose’s 
petting, the heat and smell of the joint turning in front of the 
wood fire, to the chaotic medley of their native loft. 

Without having seen my grandmother, you might have 
supposed there could be notliing older in tlie world than 
Rose; it was a miracle she was still able to do any work; but 
grandmother wanted so little, and when we were staying 
there, Marie helped her with the rooms. Finally, however, 
Rose retired, and a series of the weirdest specimens succeeded 
^ch otlier as maid-servants, before my grandmother could 
be persuaded to go and live at Montpellier with my uncle 
Charles. One cheated, anotlier drank, the third was disre- 
putable. I remember the last; she belonged to the Salvation 
nny and it really seemed as if she were going to give satis- 
faction, when my grandmother, one sleepless niglit, took it 
fnto her head to go to the drawing-room to fetcli the slock- 
ing she was eternally knitting. She was dressed in her undcr- 
Petticoat and night-gown ; and, 1 suppose, had wind of some- 
ing queer; she cautiously opened the door of the drawing- 
r^mand found it ablaze with lights . . . The Salvation Army 
‘Sie was holding a reception - which she did twice a week ; 
e meetings in my grandmother’s room were both edifying 
w^r hymns were over tea and refreshments 

entil • imagine my grandmother’s 

It^ 'T assembly in her night attire ! . . . 

was shortly after this that she left Uzes for good. 

Uz^s with her, I must speak of the door of 
the dining-room. This door was very thick 
called a knot in it, or to be more accurate, 
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Refore leaving 
ihe cupboard in 
^d had what is 


a spot in the sap-wood which had been the starting place of 
a little branch. The end of the branch had disappeared so 
that a round hole was left; it was about the size of a little 
finger and ran obliquely up and down in the thickness of the 
door. At the bottom of the hole could be seen something 
round and smooth and grey which greatly puzzled me. 

T)o you want to know what that is?’ said Rose, as she was 
laying the uble one day, for I was busily engaged in sticking 
my little finger into the hole so as to get into contact with 
this strange object. ‘It’s a marble your papa slipped into the 
hole when he was a little boy your age, and it has stayed there 


ever since.’ 

This explanation satisfied my curiosity but only by excit- 
ing me in a different way. I was always fidgeting round the 
marble; by pushing my little finger right down, I could just 
reach it; but evei 7 effort I made to get it out merely made 
it roll round on itself and my nail slid over the smooth sur- 
face with a little squeaking noise, which was exasperating . . . 

Next year, as soon as we arrived at Uzes, I tried again. In 
spite of mamma’s and Marie’s laughter, I had let my little 
fingernail grow to an inordinate length on purpose and now 
I managed without difficulty to slip it under the marble - 
a quick jerk, and out it shot into my hand. 

My first impulse was to run to the kitchen and proclaim 
mv triumph ; but the prospective pleasure of Rose’s congratu- 
lations all at once struck me as so very slight, that I stopped 
short on the way. I stood a few moments opposite the d^r 
gazing at the grey marble in the hollow of my hand; but 
henceforth it was like all its fellow marbles - it had no further 
interest for me the moment it had been brought to light. 1 
felt uncommonly silly and small over my would-be smart- 
Blushing I slipped the marble back into its hole 
: Sn (whe^e U P^obabl^/is to .bis day) and wen. off .o cu. 
my nail wi.bou. speaking of my exploi. .o anyone. 


Some ten years ago, as I was passing tbrougb Switzerland, 
I wem to see my poor old Marie in her little village of Lot- 



zwyl, where she still manages to keep alive. She talked to me 
about Uzes and my grandmother and freshened up some of 
my faded memories. 

‘Every time you ate an egg,’ she told me, ‘whether it was 
boiled or fried, your grannie never missed saying, “Oh, leave 
the white, dearie; its only the yolk tliat’s any good ! ’ ’ And 
Marie, like a good Swiss woman, added : ‘As if the good Lord 
hadn’t made the white to be eaten too !’ 

Tlus is not a literary composition; I am just writing down 
my recollections as they come to me, so now I pass from my 
grandmother to Marie. 

I remember the day it suddenly occurred to me that Marie 
might be pretty; it was one summer’s day at La Roque (what 
a long time ago!); she and I had gone out together to pick 
flowers in the meadow that lies in front of the garden; I was 
walking on ahead and had just crossed the stream ; I turned 
round ; Marie was still standing on the little bridge made of a 
tree-trunk, and in the shadow of an ash which overhangs the 
stream just at that place; another step or two and suddenly 
she was in a blaze of sunlight; she was holding a bunch of 
ox-eye daisies in her hand; her face, shaded by a broad- 
brimmed hat, seemed all one .smile. 

‘What are you laughing at ?’ I called out. 

‘At nothing,’ she answered. ‘It’s a fine day.’ 

And all of a sudden the valley brimmed over with love and 
happiness. 

In my family the servants were always kept very strictly. 
My mother, who was disposed to think she had a moral re- 
sponsibility for the people she was interested in, would never 
have tolerated an intrigue that was not to be eventually con- 
secrated by the tie.s of Hymen. This was no doubt why I 
never knew Marie with any other passion than the one which 
I accidentally discovered she had for Delphine, our cook, 
and which my mother would certainly never have dared to 
suspect. Needless to say, I myself did not realize it at the 
tuTie and it was not till long after that the explanation of the 
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transports I overheard that night occurred to me; some ob- 
scure instinct, nevertheless, kept me from speaking about 
them to my mother. 

My room in the Rue de Toumon, as I have said, gave on 
to the courtyard, and was a little apart from the others; it 
was a fairly large room and, like all the others in our apart- 
ment, had a very lofty ceiling; next door to me, at the end 
of the passage that connected my room with the rest of the 
flat, was a kind of large closet, used as a bathroom (I after- 
wards conducted my chemical experiments in it), and above 
that the height of the ceiling gave space enough for Marie’s 
bedroom. This bedroom was reached by a staircase starting 
in reality from my room, but cut off from it by a partition at 
the back of my bed. The closet and Marie’s room had also 
another exit on to the back-stairs. Nothing is more difficult 
or more tedious than a description of places, but I think it 
necessary here in order to explain what follows ... I niust 
also say that our cook, Delphine, had just become engaged 
to the coachman of neighbours of ours in the country. She 
was on the point of leaving us for good. Now, on the night 
before her departure, I was awakened in the middle of the 
night by the most extraordinary noises; 1 was just going to 
call Marie, when I became aware that the noises were pro- 
ceeding from her room; for that matter, they were more 
peculiar and mysterious than alanning - like a kind of dirge 
for two voices, which I can compare now-a-days to the keen- 
ins of the Arab women I have heard in Algeria, but which 
seemed to me then like nothing on earth : a melancholy 
chant, interrupted spasmodically by sobs and duckings and 
cries - I listened for a long time, sitting up in the dark and 
feeling in some inexplicable fashion that this was the expres- 
Sion of something more powerful than decency or sleep or 
the darkness of night; but at that age there are so many 
inexplicable things tliat - well ! - I shook it all aside and 
sank off to sleep again; next morning, I did my best to ac- 
count for it as an extravagance due to the uncontrolled be- 
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haviour of servants in general - of which I had lately had an 
example at the time of my uncle Demarest’s death. 

Ernestine, the Demaresis’ maid, while the mourners of the 
family in the drawing-room were restraining their tears in 
the presence of my aunt, who sat there mute and motionless 
and reduced to a shadow - Ernestine, seated in an armchair 
in the next room and sobbing loudly, kept ejaculating at 
intervals : 


Oh, my kind master! Oh, my dear master! My revered 
master !’ 

And she shook and heaved and carried on in such a way 
that I felt at first as if Ernestine was bearing all the weiglit of 
my aunt’s grief, and that my aunt had got rid of it on to 
Ernestine, much as one hands a travelling bag over to a 
porter. S’/TZ. 

I could not understand at that age (I was ^yeirsold) 
that Ernestines lamentations were addressed to the gallery, 
while Marie only raised hers because she tfiought no one 
ne^d them. 13ut at that time I was not in the least inclined 
to be sceptical and besides was utterly ignorant, and even 
incurious of the works of the flesh. 

It is true that in the Musce du Luxembourg, where I used 
sometimes to go with Marie (I imagine my parents had taken 
me uierefor the first time diemselves, with the desire of culti- 
vaijipg niy taste for lines and colours), 1 cared much less for 
story pictures - notwitlistanding the pains Marie took to ex- 
plain them - for that ver>’ reason, perhaps - than for pictures 
ot nudes - to Marie’s great scandal, who proceeded to inform 
my mother of the fact; and I was still more attracted by 
statues. The sight of Idrac's Mercury (if I am not mistaken) 
mrew me into a stupor of admiration, out of which Marie 
had the greatest difficulty in arousing me. Bm^it was not 
images such as these that gave me sensual pleasure, 'arty more 

an pleasure evoked such images. Between the one ahd the 
others ^ere existed no connexion. Sexual excitement 
^used by quite different things : m'ost dften by a profusion" 
f colours or of unusually shrill sweet sounds ; sometimes also ^ 

51 7 ^ 


by the idea of some urgent and important act which I ought 
to perform, which was expected of me, which I did not per- 
form, and instead of performing only imagined; and also by 
the ver>' kindred idea of destruction, which took the shape of 
spoiling a favourite toy ; for the rest, there was no real desire, 
no attempt at contact. Anyone who is surprised at this can 
know very little about the matter : without examples and 
without object, what would sensual enjoyment become? Day- 
dreams are its servants; and tliey feed it at random with 
senseless luxuries, absurd prodigalities - an extravagant ex- 
penditure of life . . . But to show how greatly a child’s instinct 
may go astray, I will mention more particularly two of die 
themes that gave me physical enjoyment : one was furnished 
me very innocently by George Sand in her channing story 
of GnbouUl^ Gribouille throws himself into the water one 
day' that it is raining very hard, not to avoid the rain, as his 
wicked brothers say, but to avoid his brothers, who are laugh- 
ing at him. For some time, he struggles in the water and 
tries to swim; then he lets himself go; and as soon as he lets 
himself go, he floats; then he feels himself becoming tiny, 
light, odd, vegeuble; leaves sprout out of him all over his 
body; and soon Gribouille turns into a slender, graceful sprig 
of oak, which the water gently deposits on the bank of the 
stream. Absurd ! But that is my very reason for telling it; I 
say what is true and not what I think may redound Wmy 
credit. No doubt ‘the grandmother of Nohant’ had not the 
slightest inteniion of writing anything demoralizing; but I 
bear witness that no schoolboy was ever troubled by any page 
of Aphrodite so much as I - ignorant little boy that I was - 

bv the metamorphosis of Gribouille. 

There was also a stupid little play of Madame de ScguFs 
called Les Diners de Mademoiselle Justine. There is a pas- 
sage in it where the servants take advantage of their masters 
absence to have a bout of gormandizing; they ransack the 
cupboards; they gorge themselves with food; then sudden y, 
as Justine is stooping to lift a pile of plates out of the cup- 
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board, the coachman steals up behind her and puts his arm 
round her waist; Justine is ticklish and drops tlic pile. Crash ! 
Tlie whole of the crockery is smashed to pieces. This disaster 
made me swoon with delight. 

About this time, a little workwoman, whom I used to see 
at my aunt Demarest’s too, was in the habit of coming to 
sew in my mother’s house. Her name was Constance. She was 
a little hunchback, with a bright colour, a roguish eye, a 
limping gait, very clever with her hands, reserved in her 
speech in my mother’s presence, but extremely free and easy 
as soon as she had turned her back. For convenience’ sake, 
she was put to work in my room, where the liglit was better; 
she spent whole afternoons there and I spent hours in her 
company. How was it that my motlier, who was usually so 
scrupulous, so attentive, whose anxious care I soon found 
actually irksome, how wiis it tliat my mother allowed her 
vigilance to flag upon this occasion ? But if Constance's con- 
versation was not all it should have been, I for one was far 
too dense to undentand it, and wlicn Marie sometimes ex- 
ploded into her handkerchief, 1 had no notion why. But Con- 
stance talked much less than she sang; her voice was pleasant 
and sin^larly full for so small a body; she was all the more 
vain of it as it was die only thing about lier she could be vain 
of. She sang all day long; she used to say she could not sew 
properly unless she sang: she never stopped singing. 
Heavens ! what songs ! Constance might have declared witli 
truth that there was nothing immoral about them. No, what 
fouled my brain was their stupidity. If only I could have for- 
gotten them ! Alas I while the most exquisite gems of music 
have fled my memory, these wretched vulgar songs sound in 
niy ears as distinctly as on the first day I heard diem. What ! 
Rousseau in later life could still remember with emotion the 
charming airs his aunt Gancera had sung him to sleep with 
in infancy, and must I till the end of my days hear Con- 
stance’s common voice singing to a waltz tune such words 
asdiese? 
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J say. Mammy, whai a lark! 

Do we know this sweet young spark? 
Isn’t he a lollipop? 

Isn't he a real cough-drop? 


What a to-do about a harmless popular song ! 

Yes, I know. And it is not the song I object to, but the 
amusement I took in it, in which I seem to see the dawning 
of a shameful taste of indecency, stupidity, and the worst vul- 
garity. I am not too severe on myself. I shall soon show that 
there were elements in my disposition which, unperceived as 
yet, would eventually incline me to virtue. In the meantime 
my mind was still desperately benighted. In vain 1 search the 
past for some glimmer of promise in the dull lad I then re- 
member. Heart and head seemed equally plunged in dark- 
ness. I have already related my clumsy response to Anna’s 
kindness. Another memory of the same period will give even 
a better idea of that stage of undevelopment in which my 


childhood still lingered like the veriest grub. 

My parents had sent me. as I have said, to the £cole Alsa- 
cienne I was eight years old. I was not put into tlie tenth 
class in which the smallest children were taught their rudi- 
ments by Monsieur Grisier, but into the one above under 
Monsieur Vedel, a worthy roundabout little man from the 
South of France, upon whose brow rose an unexpectedly 
romantic crest of black hair, contrasting strangely with the 
rest of his colourless and placid person. A few weeks, or a few 
days- before the incident I am going to relate, my father had 
taken me to be introduced to the headmaster. As the term 
had already begun and I was a late-comer, the boys whis- 
nered as they stood aside to let us pass through the play- 
Lound, ‘A new boy ! A new boy !’ while I clung nervously 
to my father’s side. Then I took my place among the others, 
though for reasons I shall soon be obliged to tell, only for a 
short time. On that particular day, Monsieur Vedel was 
teaching his class that there are sometimes several words in a 
language to denote the same object and that tlien they are 



called synonyms. And he gave as an example the word 
coudrier and the word noisetier which both mean nut-tree. 
Then, in order to vary tlic lesson a little, he passed from 
teaching to questioning and asked the new boy Gide to re{)cat 
what he had just said . . . 

I did not answer. I could not answer. Hut Monsieur Vedel 
was kind ; with all the patience of a good teacher, lie repeated 
his definition and gave the same example ; but when he asked 
me again to tell him the synonym for coudrier I again held 
my tongue. Then, for fonn’s sake, he grew a little angry and 
ordered me to go outside into the playground and repeat 
twenty times running that coudrier was the synon^rn of 
noisetier. 

My stupidity had sent the whole class into ecstasies. If I 
had wanted to cut a dash, it would have been very easy, 
when Monsieur Vedel called me hack after my penance and 
asked me for the third time the synon>Tn of coudrier, to have 
answered ‘caulinower* or ‘pumpkin’. But no; I did not want 
to cut a dash and I disliked being lauglied at: I was simply 
stupid. Perhaps I had taken it into my head to he obstinate? 
No, not even that; I really think I did not understand what 
I was wanted or expected to do. 

As impositions were not customary' in this school. Monsieur 
Vedel had to content himself with giving me a ‘nought for 
conduct’. The punishment, however, was none the les.s rigor- 
ous, for being purely moral. Hut it had not the smallest efTcct 
on me.^ Every week regularly I had my ‘nought for conduct’ 
or for ‘order and cleanliness’; .sometimes both. It was a dead 
certainty. Needless to add I was among the lowe.st in the class. 
I repeat, I was still asleep - unawakened - unhom. 

A little later I was sent away from school for quite dif- 
lerent reasons, which I must pluck up my courage to tell. 
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It was clearly understood that I was only to be sent away 
from school temporarily. Monsieur Brunig, tlie head of the 
lower school, gave me tliree months to get cured of ‘the bad 
habits’ Monsieur Vedel had discovered - easily enough, for I 
was at no particular pains to hide them, not having grasped 
how reprehensible they were; for I was still living (if one can 
call it living) in the half-awakened state of imbecility I have 

described. , o 

My parents had had a dinner-party the evening before ; I 
had stuffed my pockets with the sweetmeats that had been 
left over from dessert, and that morning, while Monsieur 
Vedel was exerting himself at his desk, I sat on my bcncli, en- 
joying alternately my pleasure and my chocolates. 

Suddenly I heard myself summoned. 

‘Gide ! You look very red ! Come here and speak to me a 


minute.’ , . 

My cheeks became redder still, as I went up the four steps 

of the desk and my schoolfellows tittered. 

I did not attempt to deny it. At the first question Monsieur 
Vedel put me in a whisper, as he bent down towards me, I 
nodded my acquiescence ; then I went back to my desk more 
dead than alive. Nevertheless it did not occur to me to think 
that this interrogatory would be followed by any conse- 
quences ; before putting his question, had not Monsieur Vedel 

promised to say nothing about it? 

Notwithstanding which, that very evening my father got a 
letter from the head asking him not to send me back to school 


for three months. . j » 

The £cole Alsacienne had a reputation for conduct and 

moraU; it was their speciality. Morrsicur lirunig’s dccs.on on 

this occasion therefore was not in the least 
mother told me later, however, tliat my father had been 
dignant at his letter and at the abruptness and rigour of the 
pu^nishment. He concealed his anger from me of course, 
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though he showed me his distress. After serious consulta- 
tions with my mother, it was decided to take me to the 
doctor’s. 

My parents’ doctor at that time was no less a person than 
Dr Brouardel, who shortly after became celcljiated as an ex- 
pert in medical jurisprudence. I think my motlier did not 
expect much more from this consultation than a moral effect 
and perhaps a little good advice into the bargain. After she 
had had a few minutes’ private conversation with Brouardel, 
she left the consulting-room and lie called me into it. 

I know all about it, my boy,’ he said, putting on a gruff 
voice, ‘and there’s no need to examine or question you. But if 
your motlier finds it necessary to bring you here again, that 
is, if you don’t learn to behave, look behind you !’ (and his 
voice became truly terrible). 'Those arc the instruments we 
should have to use - the instruments with which little boys 
like you have to be operated on !’ And lie rolled his eyes at 
me ferociously as he pointed out a panoply of Touareg spear- 
heads hanging on tlie wall behind his chair. 

This threat was really too thin for me to take it seriously. 
But my mother’s obvious anxiety, together with her ad- 
monishments, and my father’s silent distress, at last pene- 
trated my torpor, which had already been considerably 
shaken by my dismissal from school. My mother extracted 
promises from me; she and Anna exerted themselves too to 
invent distractions for me. The Great Universal Exliibition 
was on the point of opening and we used often to walk as far 
as the palisades and watch the preparations 

Three months later, I took my place again on the school 
Denches; I was cured - at any rate as much as one ever is 
^ut not long after, an attack of measles left me in weak 
ealth, and my parents decided to take me away from school 
gain until the following year; I should then be able to start 
rom the beginning once more, in the same class of which I 
tod missed so much the year before. They carried me off to 
a Koque without waiting for the hoUdays to begin. 
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When in 1900 1 determined to sell La Roque, I swallowed 
down my regret out of bravado, confidence in the future, and 
the vain and rather theoretical hatred of the past which bol- 
stered it up (futurism, it would be called nowadays). In 
reality, my regret was much less lively at the time than it 
afterwards became. Not that the place owes any of its beauty 
to memory; when, something more of a traveller, I saw it 
again in after years, I was better able to appreciate the in- 
timate charm of the little valley, which, in those days of 
swelling hopes and desires, impressed me chiefly with a sense 

of its narrowness. 

'And skies too little over trees too big* 


as Jammes says in one of the Elegies he wrote when he was 

staying with us. . 

It is this valley and our house that I have described m the 

Immoraliste; the outer aspect of the country furnisiied me 

with the scenery of the book, but tlrroughout its pages I have 

endeavoured to trace a deeper resemblance. 

The place was bought by my grandparents. A black marble 

slab over the postern bore the following inscription : 


CONDIDIT A 1577 NOB. DOM. FRANCISCUS 

LABBEY DO ROQUAE. 

MAGNAM partem DESTRUXIT a 1792 
SCELESTE TUMULTUANTIUM TURRA 
refecit a 1803 CONDITORIS AT NEPOS 
NOBILIS DOMINUS PETRUS ELIAS MARIA 
LABBEY DO ROQUAE, MILES 


I have copied it word for word and take no responsibility 

At^I^^^ate, it was only too obvious that the principal block 
of buildings was much later in date, its only charm ^ojisisting 
in its drapery of wistaria. Tlie kitchen buildings, on the othe 
hand and the postern were of small but exquisite propo 
d:nt and built. ^according to the charming s.yM ear^r 
period, in alternate courses of brick and stone. The 
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building was surrounded by a wideish moat of some little 
depth, supplied with running water from the river; a rivulet, 
flower^' with forget-me-nots, brouglit it in and poured it into 
the moat in a waterfall. As her room was nearby, Anna called 
it ‘my waterfall ; to enjoy a thing is to make it your own. 

The chatter of the river was mingled with the song of the 
waterfall and the ceaseless murmur of a little spring which 
gushed up outside the island, opposite the postern; it was 
there we got our drinking-water, whicli was icy cold, and in 
summer covered the water-bottles with mist. 

Flocks of swallows wfiirled incessantly round the hou^e; 
tlieir clay nests were built for the sake of shelter under the 
eaves of the house and in tlie embrasures of the windows, so 
that one could watch the young broods. When I tliink of La 
Roque. I first of all hear the swallows’ cries: they seemed to 
split the azure as they flew past. I have often seen swallows 
elsewhere; but never anywhere else have I heard tlicm give 
exactly that cry; I think they uttered these cries as they flew 
circling round, each time they passed their nests. Sometime.s 
they flew so high that one’s eyes dazzled following them ; tliat 
was on the finest days; when the weather changed, their 
flight fell barometrically. Anna explained to me that the tiny 
insects they pursue so swiftly fly higher or lower according 
to the pressure of tlie air. I have sometimes seen a swallow 
S'voop low enough to cut tlie surface of the water with a 
daring stroke of its wing. 

There’s going to be a storm,’ my mother and Anna would 
say then. 

And suddenly the sound of rain was added to the otlier 

uquid sounds of stream, spring, and waterfall; it fell with a 

silvery patter on to the water of the moat. Leaning with mv 

elbows on the sill of one of the windows that opened on to it 

was never tired of watching tlie m>Tiads of little circled 

mch kept forming, spreading, intersecting each other and 

m^ppeanng, with sometimes a great bubble that burst in the 
middle of tliem. 

When my grandparents came into possession of the 
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property, the only access to it was through fields, woods, and 
farmyards. My grandfather and Monsieur Ch — ,* his neigh- 
bour, laid out a road, which branched off from the high road 
between Caen and Lisieux at La Boissiere, and served first 
Blancmesnil, where Monsieur Ch — lived, and then La 
Roque. When La Roque had been connected with the rest of 
the world by road, my grandfather built a brick bridge in 
place of the little drawbridge, which was expensive to keep in 
order and never raised. 

What words can describe the delight for a child of living 
on an island - a tiny island - from which moreover he can 
escape whenever he pleases? A brick wall, serving as a para- 
pet, circled it and connected the different portions of the 
building; this wall was thickly overgrown with ivy on its 
inner side and was wide enough to walk along quite safely; 
but if you wanted to fish, you were too much in view and the 
better plan was simply to lean over it; the outer surface 
dipped straight into the water and was ornamented here and 
tliere with wall-plants, valerians, strawberries, saxifrage, 
sometimes even with a little bush, which mamma looked at 
disapprovingly because it loosened the brick work, but which 
Anna would coax her to spare, because a tit had nested in it. 

A courtyard in front of the house, between the postern and 
the kitchen buildings, left the eye free to roam over the moat- 
parapet and across the garden into the depths without end of 
the valley beyond - a valley which would have seemed nar- 
row had the hills that enclosed it been higher. On the right, 
a road that wound along the hillside led to Cambremer and 
Leaupartie and then on to the sea; one of the thick-set 
hedges, which in tliose parts mark the meadow boundanes, 
hid this road from sight almost the whole way; and, vice 
versa La Roque was only visible from the road m sudden 
snatches, when, for instance, the hedge was inte^ptcd by a 
eate leading into the fields that sloped gently down to the 
river. A few fine clumps of trees, the peaceful cattle resting 

, The celebrated statesman and historian Guizot. - Translator's 
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under their shade, or here and there an isolated tree on road 
or riverside, gave the whole valley die smiling, jjlacid appear- 
ance of a park. 

The open space inside the island, which for want of a better 
name I call the courtyard, was spread with gravel; this was 
kept at due distance from the house by a few flower-beds, laid 
out in front of the drawing-room and dining-room windows, 
and planted with geraniums, fuchsia.s, and dwarf rose-trees. 
Further back was a little triangular lawn, where grew an 
immense acacia sophora, whicli was far taller than the house. 
It was under this tree - the only one in the island - that we 
generally sat during the fine days of summer. 

It was only downstreiim that the view opened out, that is 
to say, only in front of die house; in this direction the valley 
widened at the juncture of two streams; one came from 
Blancmesnil, flowing through woods, the other from the ham- 
let of La Roque two miles off, flowing through meadows. On 
the other side of the moat, in the direction of Blancmesnil, 
lay the steep slope of a meadow known as Le Rouleux, which 
my mother, a few years after my father’s death, had added 
to the garden. She planted it with tw'O or three clumps of 
trees and, after long pondering, traced two paths which 
wound up it in artful curves to the little gate that let one 
through into the wood. So great was the mystery' into which 
one then plunged that, as the gate closed behind me, my 
heart would beat with excitement. These woods lay along the 
crest of the hill and the Blancmesnil woods followed on. In 
my father’s time, there were very few paths tlmough them 
and their impenetrability made me think them vaster tlian 
they were. It was a dreadful disappointment when, on the 
day mamma allowed me to venture into them by myself, she 
showed me their boundaries on the ordnance map, and I saw 
that on their farther side the meadows and fields began again. 
I do not exactly know what I had unagined was on the far- 
ther sides of the woods; nothing at all perhaps; but if I had 
^agined anything, I should have liked to imagine something 
different. To know their size and limits lessened their attrac- 
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tion ; for at that age I preferred adventure to contemplation 
and thought nothing worth seeking but the unknown. 

My chief occupation at La Roque, however, was not 
exploring but fishing. O sport of all sports most unjustly 
decried ! Disdained alone by those who know thee not or else 
are bunglers ! It was because I had loved fishing so much that 
in after days I cared so little for shooting, which, in our parts 
of the world at any rate, requires scarcely more skill than is 
necessary to shoot straight. Whereas for trout-fishing what 
craft, what cunning is needed ! Theodomir, the nephew of 
our old keeper Bocage, had taught me from my earliest child- 
hood to set a rod and bait a hook properly; for as the trout is 
the greediest of fish, so also he is the most suspicious. I fished 
of course without float or lead, and heartily despised those 
helps for simpletons, which merely serve to scare the fish. 
On the other hand 1 used a line of ‘Florence honehair’, a 
thread spun from the glands of silkworms ; of a slightly bluish 
colour, it has the advanUge of being almost invisible in the 
water, and is moreover strong enough to be proof even 
against the moat trout, which were as heavy as salmon. I pre- 
ferred fishing in the river, however, where the trout are more 
delicately flavoured, and above all are shyer, which makes 
them more amusing to catch. My mother was grieved to see 
me so fond of an amusement she considered gave me too 
little exercise. And then I would inveigh against the injustice 
that has labelled fishing as a sport for sluggards, requiring 
complete immobility; this might be true perhaps of \ob- 
fishing in the larger rivers or in stagnant waters, for sluggish 
fish • but trout in the little streams 1 fished had to be surprised 
in tiieir own haunts from which they hardly ever stirred; as 
soon as they caught sight of the bait, they rushed at it glut- 
tonously; if they held back, it was because they had scjm 
something besides the fly - a bit of hook, a bit of gut, or the 
shadow of tlie fisherman, or perhaps had he<ird him coming, 
no good now to wait any longer; the more you waited, the 
more you spoilt your chances; better to come back later and 
be more careful, crawling stealtliily, making yourself as m- 
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conspicuous Bls you could in tlie under(;rowth, and casting 
the line from as far off as possible, from as far as the branches 
of the trees would let you - the willows and hazels that line 
the river-banks with scarcely a break, except for here and 
there a huge epilobe or rose-bay - for if once by ill-luck you 
caught your line or hook in them, you had a good hour’s 
work disentangling it - not to mention that the fish were 
scared away for good. 

There were a great many visitors’ room.s at La Roque; 
but they were always empty, for the good reason that my 
father had very little in common with Roucri society, and liis 
Paris colleagues had their own families and habits . . . The 
only guest I can remember is Monsieur Dorval, who came to 
La Roque for the first time, I think, in the summer that 
followed my dismissal from school, fie came again once or 
twice after my father’s death, and I suspect my mother con- 
sidered she was doing something rather daring in continuing 
to receive him when she was a widow. Nothing could be 
more bourgeois than the society my family moved in, and 
Monsieur Dorval, though far from being a bohemian, was 
nevertheless an artist - that is to say he was not in our set at 
all - a musician, a composer, a friend of other more celebrated 
musicians, such as Gounod, for instance, or Stephen Heller, 
whom he sometimes went to visit in Paris. For Monsieur 
Dorval lived at Rouen, and had succeeded Cavaille-Coll as 
head-organist at Saint-Ouen. Being ve.i’y clerical in his 
opinions and very religious, he was patronized by the clergy, 
and his pupils came from the best and most respectable 
families of Rouen, including our own ; in these circles he was 
greatly admired, if not greatly respected. He had a stern, 
energetic profile, an abundance of ver>’ curly black hair, a 
square-cut beard, a dreamy expression that suddenly became 
fiery, a harmonious and even unctuous, though not really 
sweet, voice, a caressing, but masterful manner. In all his 
words and all his ways there was something egotistical and 
domineering. He had particularly beautiful hands - soft and 
at the same tune powerful. At the piano, he was transfigured 
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by an almost celestial fervour; his playing was that of an 
organist rather than of a pianist and sometimes lacked 
subtlety, but in andantes he was divine, and especially in 
those of Mozart, for whom he had a passionate predilection. 
He was accustomed to say laughingly : 

‘I’ll say nothing about my allegros; but in slow movements, 
I’m equal to Rubinstein.’ 

This was said so good-humouredly and frankly that one 
could not take it for boasting; and I really do not think that 
either Rubinstein (whom I remember perfectly) or anyone 
else in the world could have played Mozart’s Fantasia in G 
minor, for instance, or any given largo from a Beethoven con- 
certo, with more tragic grandeur, with more warmth and 
poetry, more power and gravity. Later on, he often gave me 
reason to be exasperated : he objected to some of Bach’s 
fugues as being too long and monotonous; if he loved good 
music, he did not sufficiently detest bad; he shared with his 
friend Gounod a monstrous and obstinate refusal to recognize 
the merits of Cesar Franck, etc.; but in those days, when I 
was awakening to the world of sounds, he stood for me as its 
grand-master, prophet, and magician. Every evening after 
dinner, he gave my ravished ears a feast of sonatas, operas, 
and symphonies; and mamma, who was so inflexible on the 
point of punctuality and as a rule sent me to bed on the very 
stroke, on these occasions allowed me to sit up till long past 
my bedtime. 

I have no pretensions to precocity, and I think I must place 
the intense pleasure I took in those musical evenings chiefly 
and almost entirely during the time of Monsieur Dorval’s last 
visits, two or three years after my father's death. In the mean- 
time, my mother, in pursuance of his advice, used constantly 
to take me to concerts, and in order to show I had profited by 
them, I would sing or whistle scraps of symphonies all day 
long. Then Monsieur Dorval took over my education. He sat 
me down to the piano and for every piece he taught me he 
invented a kind of running commentary - a verbal accom- 
paniment, which explained and enlivened it; everything was 
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turned into a dialogue or a story. This method, though a little 
artificial, may not be a bad one for a young child, if the 
accompanying story is not too foolish or inadequate. It must 
be remembered that I was barely twelve. 

In the afternoon. Monsieur Dorval composed; Anna, 
whom he had trained to write music from dictation, acted 
sometimes as secretary; he had recourse to her not only to 
spare his eyesight, which was beginning to fail, but to have 
someone to wreak his despoti.sm on - so my mother declared. 
Anna devoted herself to his service. Slie escorted him on his 
morning walks, carried his overcoat, if he was too warm, and 
held a parasol over him in order to protect his eyes from the 
sun. My mother objected to these indulgences; Monsieur 
Dorval’s acceptance of them made her indignant; she tried 
to pay him out for the prestige, which even siic was obliged to 
acknowledge, by a shower of small sarcasms which, however, 
not being very pointed or well-aimed, he merely laughed at. 
Long after he had almost lost his eyesight, she. like many 
other people, cast doubts ujjon the reality of his growing 
blindness, or at any rate accused him of making play with it 
and not being ‘as blind as all that.’ Slie thought him obse- 
quious, insinuating, cunning, calculating, ferocious; it is true 
he was something of all this; but he was a musician. Some- 
times at meals an absent look would come into his eyes, half 
dimmed already beliind their spectacles; his great hands, laid 
on the table as if it were a keyboard, would begin to move; 

and if anyone spoke to hun, he came to himself with a start 
and said : 

‘I beg your pardon, I was in E flat.’ 

My cousin Albert Demarcst, for whom 1 was already be- 
ginning to feci a great attraction, though he was twenty years 
older than I, was on especially good terms with ‘Daddy 
Dorval’, as he used to call him in his cordial way. Albert, the 
only artist of the family, was passionately fond of music and 
p ayed the piano himself quite pleasantly; music, in reality, 
was the only thing they had in common; in every other 
respect they were at opposite poles. Every defect in ‘Daddy 
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Dorval’s’ character was met by a corresponding and contrary 
trait in Albert’s. The latter was as straight and frank as the 
former was cunning and smooth-tongued, as generous as the 
other was mercenary, and so on ; but Albert, kind and careless 
to a fault, mismanaged his life; he neglected his own interests 
and was often unfortunate in his undertakings, so that the 
family did not take him altogether seriously. Monsieur Dor- 
val always called him ‘dear old Bertie’ with a kind of 
patronizing indulgence, slightly tinged with pity. As for 
Albert, he admired Monsieur Dorval’s talent, but despised 
him as a man. He told me later that he had one day caught 
Dorval kissing Anna. He pretended not to have noticed any- 
thing at the time out of respect for Anna; but as soon as he 
was alone with him : 

‘What did you mean by behaving like that?’ cried Albert, 
very tall and very strong, and pushing the maestro up against 
the wail of the room (it was the drawing-room of the Rue de 

Crosne). 

‘My dear old Bertie,’ stammered Dorval, ‘don’t be such an 
ass ! Can’t you see it was nothing but a joke.’ 

'You brute!’ cried Albert. Tf I ever catch you joking'in 

that way again. I’ll . . 

‘I was so indignant,’ he added, ‘that if he had said another 
word, I think I should have wrung his neck.’ 

* 

It may have been after the holidays that followed my being 
sent away from school that Albert Demarest first began to 
take notice of me. What can he have seen in me to attract 
his sympathy? I cannot tell; but I tliink I was all the more 
grateful for Iiis attention because I felt how little I deserved 
it. And I immediately set about tiding to deserve it a little 
more. Sympathy may awaken many donnant qualitie.s; I 
have often thought that the worst rascals must be those who 
have had to do witliout kindness and affection in tlieir youth. 
It is no doubt strange that my parents did not suflice me ; but 
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tlie fact is I very soon felt more sensitive to Albert’s approval 
or disapproval than to theirs. 

I distinctly remember one autumn evening, after dinner, 
his talking to me apart, in a confer of my father’s study, while 
my parents were playing bezique with my aunt Dc'marest and 
Anna. He began by saying in a low voice that he did not 
quite see what interest I had in life beyond myself: that that 
was the mark of an egoist, and lie had a strong suspicion that 
that was what I was. 

There was nothing of the censor about Albert. He seemed 
an open-minded, wlainsical creature, full of humour and 
gaiety; there was nothing Ijostile in his reproof: on the con- 
trary, I felt that if it was sharp, it was hecau-^e he liked me; 
that was what drove it home. No one had ever spoken to me 
in that way before; Albert’s words, without a doubt, sank 
into me more deeply than he ever suspected, or than I myself 
realized till later. VVliat I generally like least in a friend is 
indulgence; Albert was not indulgent. If need were, he could 
provide one with arms against oneself. And though 1 w’as not 
exactly aware of it, that wa.s what I was looking for. 

When my parents sent me back to school, 1 started again 
in the ninth class, from which I had been so long absent tiie 
year before; this enabled me to take a good place without 
difBculty; which suddenly gave me a liking for work. 

The wdnter was severe and long that year. My motlier 
had the bright idea of making me learn to skate. Jules and 
Julien Jardinier, the sons of a colleague of my father's (tlie 
younger was one of my class-mates), leanit with me; we tried 
hard to out-do each otlier and soon acquired a very’ pretty 
skill. I was passionately fond of this sport, whicli wc used to 

on tlie pool in the Luxembourg Gardens, and 
then on the pond of Villebon in the Meudon woods, or on 
the great Versailles canal. The snow fell abundantly and 
mere was such a frost on tlie top of it that I remember start- 
mg from the Rue de Toumon and going the whole way to 

e Ecole Alsacienne - which was in the Rue d’A.'isas, that 
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is at the other end of the Luxembourg - without once taking 
off my skates; and it was more amusing and more strange 
than I can say to glide thus silently down the paths of the 
big garden between two high banks of snow. There has never 
been another winter like it since. 

I had no real friendship for either of the two Jardiniers. 
Jules was too old ; Julien an uncommon dunderhead. But our 
parents, who seemed to have the kind of ideas about friend- 
ship that some families have about marriages of convenience, 
never missed an opportunity of throwing us together. I saw 
Julien every day at school; I met him again walking and 
skating. We had the same lessons, the same troubles, the same 
pleasures; the resemblance stopped there; for the moment 
that sufficed us. It is true there were other pupils on the 
benches of the ninth form with whom I might have felt a 
greater affinity; but their fathers, alas! were not university 
professors. 

Every Tuesday, from 2 o’clock to 5, the pupils of the £cole 
Alsacienne (we of the lower school, at any rate) went out in 
the charge of a master to see the sights ; the Sainte Chapelle, 
Notre Dame, the Pantheon, and the Musee des Arts et 
Metiers (here there was a little dark-room in which a small 
mirror, by an ingenious device of looking-glasses, reflected a 
delightful little moving picture of everything going on in the 
street, with animated figures, about the size of those in a 
picture by Teniers, walking about in it; everything else in 
this museum exuded the most deadly dullness), the Invalides 
also, the Louvre, and an extraordinary place close by the 
Parc de Montsouris, called the Universal Georaina : it con- 
sisted of a wretched garden which the owner, a weird indi- 
vidual dressed in alpaca, had arranged so as to represent a 
geographical map. The mountains were figured by rockeries; 
the lakes, in spite of being cemented, had run dry, and a few 
melancholy goldfish swam about in the basin of the Mediter- 
ranean, as if to show up the exiguous proportions of the 
Italian boot. Our master would tell us to point out where 
the Carpathians were, while the weird one, with a long stick 
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in his hand, underlined the frontiers, named the towns, 
pointed out a quantity of grotesque devices, enlarged on the 
magnificence of his achievement, and expatiated on the time 
it had taken him to carry it out; and wlien, on going away, 
our master complimented liim on liis p.iticncc, he answered 
pompously : 

Patience is nothing witliout ideas.’ 

I wonder whether tliis oddity still exists. 

Sometimes the head of the lower school. Monsieur Brunig 
himself, came with us as well as Monsieur Vedel, who then 
deferentially retired into the background. It was invariably 
to the Jardin des Plantes that Monsieur Brunig conducted 
us; and invariably he led us to the dark-rooms where the 
stuffed animals were kept (the new museui7i had not yet been 
built), stopping in front of the giant tortoise, which occupied 
a place of honour in a glass case all to itself; he grouped us 
around in a circle and said : 

Well, boys ! Tell me what you think. How many teeth has 
the tortoise got?’ (I must explain that the tortoise, though 
stuffed, kept its mouth open and had the most natural and 
truly life-like expression. ‘Count them carefully. Take your 
time. Now then, are you ready?’ 

But we were not to be had; we knew his old tortoise. 
Splitting with laughter as we were, liowcvcr, we pretended 
to count, and elbowed each other a little to get a better view. 
Dubled declared obstinately he could only see two teetli - but 
he was a wag. Big Wenz, witli liis eyes fixed on tlie creature, 
counted out loud without stopping and it was not till he 
pas^d sbety that Monsieur Brunig interrupted him with that 
genial kind of laugh which benevolent people keep specially 
for children. 

Vous n’en approchez point' said he, quoting La Fontaine. 

ou re nowhere near. The more you count the more out you 
I had better stop you. You will be exceedingly aston- 
ished, but what you take for teeth are merely little cartila- 
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ginous protuberances. Tortoises have no teeth at all. Tortoises 
are like birds - they have beaks.’ 

‘O - o - oh ! ’ we all cried politely. 

I was present at this absurd performance three times. 

Julien’s parents and mine gave us each two sous on these 
weekly outings. They had discussed it together. Mamina 
would never have consented to giving me more than Madame 
Jardinier gave Julien; as they were less comfortably off than 
we were, it was for Madame Jardinier to settle die point. 

‘What can two children of that age possibly want with 
fifty centimes?’ she had exclaimed. And my mother agreed 
that two sous were ‘ample’. 

The two sous were expended as a rule at old Clement’s; 
Clement’s shop was inside the Luxembourg Gardens, right 
against the railings at the entrance nearest the school. It was 
just a little wooden stall painted green, exactly the same 
colour as die benches. Old Clement wore a butcher's blue 
apron and sold marbles, cockchafers, tops, coconuts, barley- 
sugar flavoured with apple, cherry, or peppermint, liquorice 
wound round in coils like watch-springs, and tubes of glass 
filled with white and pink aniseed and fastened at each end 
with pink cotton-wool and a cork; the aniseed was only 
so-so, but when the tubes were empty, they could be used as 
pea-shooters. In the same way we used to buy the little 
bottles labelled cherry brandy, anisette, curagao, merely for 
the pleastire of sticking them on to our lips afterwards, like 
cupping glasses or leeches. Julien and I generally shared die 
things we bought; and so neither of us ever bought anything 

without consulting the other. 

The year after this, Madame Jardinier and my mother 
thought they might increase their weekly bounty to fi ty 
centimes - which liberality enabled me at last to keep silk- 
worms- they were not as expensive as die mulberry Ieav« 
they had to be fed on, and which I had to get twice a week 
from a herbaUst’s in the Rue Saint-Sulpice. Julian was dis- 
gusted by caterpillars, and declared that for the future he 
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would buy what he pleased without consulting me. This [pro- 
duced a coolness between us and in the Tuesday outings, 
when we had to walk two and two, we each looked out for 
another companion. 

There was one boy for whom I had conceived an absolute 
passion. He was a Russian. I must look for his name some 
day in the school books. How I wish someone would tell me 
what became of him! He was delicate and extraordinarily 
pale; he had very fair, rather long, hair and vcj 7 blue eyes; 
his voice was musical and his slight accent gave it the quality 
of singing. Poetry of a kind breathed from his w'hole person ; 
the reason of it was, I think, that he felt he was weaJt and 
wanted to be loved. The other boys looked down on him 
and he rarely took part in any games; as for me, one glance 
from him made me feel ashamed of playing with the others 
and I remember some recreations in which 1 suddenly caught 
his eye and then and there left the game to join him. Tlje 
boys used to chaff me about it. I longed for someone to attack 
him so that I might fly to his defence. During the drawing- 
lessons, when we were allowed to talk a little in a whisper, 
we sat beside each other; he told me his father was a cele- 
brated man of science ; I did not dare question hun about 
his mother nor ask him how he came to be in Paris. One fine 
day he stopped coming to school and no one was able to tell 
nie whether he had fallen ill or gone back to Rus.sia ; some 
kind of shyness or shame prevented me from asking the mas- 
ters, who might perhaps have given me news of him; and I 
shut away in my secret heart one of tlie first and deepest 
griefs of my life. 

My mother was very careful not to let me know by any- 
thing she spent on me that we were considerably better off 
than the Jardlniers. My clothes were exactly like Julien’s and 
were bought like his, ready made, at the Belle Jardiniere's. 
f was extremely sensitive about my clothes and could not 
b^ being always hideously dressed. In a sailor suit, with a 
heret, or all in velvet, I should have been in a seventh heaven 
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of delight. But Madame Jardinier would have none of sailor 
suits or velvet. So I was obliged to wear a scrubby little coat, 
knickers tight at the knee and striped socks - socks that were 
too short and either drooped disconsolately like wilting tulips 
or sank abashed into the recesses of my boots. I have kept the 
most horrible of all for the end - a starched shirt. I had to 
wait till I was almost grown up before I was allowed to wear 
shirt fronts that were not starched. They were the custom, 
the fashion, and there was notliing to be done about it. And 
if at last I have managed to get my own way, it is simply 
because the fashion has changed. Imagine an unfortunate 
child who has to wear year in and year out, at games as well 
as at lessons, unknown to the world and hidden under his 
coat, a kind of white breastplate ending in a cast-iron collar; 
for the washerwoman starched the neckband to which the 


collar is fastened, as well as the rest of tlje shirt - and for the 
same price, no doubt; if it was the tiniest shade too large or 
too small and did not exactly fit the shirt (which nine timw 
out of ten was the case) it made excruciating creases, and if 
one happened to perspire, the shirt front became horrible. 
Think of playing games in such a get-up ! A ridiculous little 
bowler hat completed the whole . . . Ali ! die children of 

to-day don’t know their happiness! ’ 

And yet I was fond of running; and next to Adnen 
Monod, I was the champion of my class. In the gymnastic 
lesson, I was even better than he at climbing a pole or ^ rope; 
I was first-rate at the rings, the horizontal bar, and the 
parallel bars; but no good at the trapeze, which made me 
giddy. On fine summer evenings, I used to join a few of my 
school-fellows in one of the broad walks in die Luxembourg 
Gardens - the one that had old Clement’s shop at one end - 
and play at ball. Not yet football, unfortunately, though the 
ball was very like; but there were scarcely any rules in our 
game and it was forbidden to use one’s feet. Even so, we were 

But I have not yet done with the chapter of clothes. At 
the mi-careme every year, the Gymnase Pascaud used to giv 




a ball for its clients’ children - a fancy-dress ball. As soon as 
I saw my mother would let me I’O, as soon as 1 began to look 
forward to this party, the idea of dressing up put me in a 
fever. I wonder nowadays what could have been the reason 
of this delirium ? Is it possible such rapture can lie in tlie mere 
prospect of depersonalization? What! at that age already? 
No : the pleasure consisted rather in being dressed in colours, 
in being brilliant, in being (juaint, in pretending to be some- 
thing different . . . My delight was terribly dashed, however, 
when I heard Madame Jardinicr declare that as for Julien, 
he should go as a pastry-cook. 

‘The important thing for the children,’ she explained to 
my mother (and my motlier at once agreed), ‘is that they 
should dress up, isn’t it? It matters very little what as.’ 

From that moment I knew my fate; for the two ladies, 
after consulting a catalogue of tlie Belle Jardiniere's, dis- 
covered that the pastr^'-cook’s costume, which was at the 
very bottom of the list that was headed by ‘the little marquis’, 
and went on diminuendo to the ‘cuirassier’. ‘Punch’, the 
‘Zouave’, and the ‘Neapolitan’ - the ‘pastr>-cook’s’, 1 repeat, 
cost 'next to nothing’. 

With my calico apron, my calico sleeves, and my calico 
cap, I was more like a pocket-handkerchief than anything 
else. I looked so sad that mamma kindly allowed me to lake 
one of the kitchen saucepans - a real coj)per saucepan - and 
slipped a wooden spoon into my belt, with the idea that these 
accessories might enliven the flatness of my prosaic costume. 
And she filled my apron pocket with sweet biscuits, ‘so that I 
ntight hand them round’. 

As soon as I entered the ball-room I saw at a glance that 
there were at least a score of ‘little pastry’-cooks’ - in fact a 
regular school of them. The saucepan was too big and got 
terribly in my way; and to add to my confusion, I suddenly 
fell in love - yes, positively in love ! - with a small boy a little 
older than myself, w’ho has left me a dazzling recollection of 
slimness, grace, and volubility. 

He was dressed as an imp or a clown, tliat is, his slender 
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figure was perfectly moulded in black tights covered with 
steel spangles. As people crowded round to look at him, he 
jumped and pranced and gambolled, as if success and plea- 
sure had gone to his head; he looked like a sylph; I could 
not take my eyes off him. I longed to make him look at me, 
and at the same time feared to, because of my ridiculous get- 
up; I felt ugly and wretched. He stopped to take breath 
between two pirouettes, went up to a lady, who must have 
been his mother, and asked her for a handkerchief, with 
which he proceeded to mop his forehead - for he was drip- 
ping with perspiration - after having first undone the black 
band with which his two little kid’s horns were fastened on to 
his forehead. I went up to him and awkwardly offered him 
some of my biscuits. He said ‘Thank you,’ took one carelessly 
and at once turned on his heel. I left the ball soon after with 
a broken heart, and when I got home I had such a fit of 
despair that my mother promised to let me go next year as a 
‘Neapolitan lazzarone’. Yes, I thought, that would he some- 
thing like a fancy-dress; perhaps the imp would think so 
too . So I went to the next ball as a lazzarone - but the 
imp was not there. 

I have given up attempting to fathom for what reason my 
mother sent me to board at school when I was moved into 
the eighth class. The ^cole Alsacienne objected in principle 
to the lycee sleeping-in system and had no donnitories; but 
the masters were each of them encouraged to take in a small 
number of boarders. I was put into Monsieur Vedel’s house, 
though I was no longer in his class. Monsieur Vedel lived in 
a house that had belonged to Sainte-Beuve, whose bust stood 
at the end of a passage and filled me with amazement. This 
peculiar lady saint was presented to my astonished gaze 
under the aspect of a paternal old gentleman, wearing a 
tas-selled cap on his head. Monsieur Vedel had indeed told 
us Sainte-Beuve was ‘a great critic’, but there are limits to 
a child’s credulity. 

There were five or six of us boarders, sleeping m two or 
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three rooms. I sliared a room on tlic second floor witlj a great, 
apathetic, anaemic creature, incapable of mischief, \s’ho was 
called Ro.seau. I have no recollection of mv other com- 
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panions. Yes, though: there was the Ameiicaii Jlanieit, who 
had filled me witli admiration, when he made himself ink 
moustaches on his first day in class. He wore a loose jersey 
and wide knickerbockers; his face was [)ock-marked but 
extraordinarily open and merr^ ; he looked bursting with joy 
and health, and a kind of inward turbulence set him con- 
stantly inventing such perilous eccentricities that he wore a 
halo of prestige in my eyes, and [positively transported me 
with enthusiasm. He always wiped his pen in his tangled 
locks. The first day that he arrived at Vedel’s, when we were 
all at recreation in the little garden behind the house, he 
planted himself right in the middle, and flinging his shoulders 
proudly back, there, under all our eyes, he peed upwards into 
the air. We were thunderstruck by his eflfrontcry. 

This little garden was the scene of a pugilistic encounter. 
As a rule I was placid enough, rather too gentle if anything, 
and I detested scraps, being convinced no doubt that I 
should always get the worst of it. And here I must recount 
an adventure, the recollection of which still rankles in me 
bitterly. One day as I was going home from scliool through 
the Luxembourg, I chanced to take the path that skirts the 
railings opposite the little garden - not my usual way but 
hardly any longer. As I went, I cro‘'Sed a group of boys, 
elonging, no doubt, to the Communal school, in whose eyes, 
suppose, the boys of the Lcole Alsaciennc were hateful little 
^istocrats. I caught their jeers as I passed them, their mock- 
spiteful glances, and went on my way looking as digni- 
ed as I could; but suddenly the biggest boy of the grou[> left 
IS companions and came up to me. My heart sank into my 
oots. He planted himself in front of me. 

Wh - wh - at do you want ? I stammered out. 

He did not answer but fell into step beside me on my left 
hand. I kept my eyes fixed on the ground as I walked, but I 
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felt him staring at me, and felt the others staring at me too 
from behind. I should have liked to sit down. 

There! That’s what I want!’ he said suddenly and 
fetched me a great blow in the eye with his fist. 

I saw stars and pitched headlong into a horse-chestnut 
tree, where I fell into the little trench left at its foot for the 
purpose of watering. I rose covered with mud and confusion. 
My black eye was very painful, and as I had not yet learnt 
the wonderful elasticity of the eye, I was convinced it had 
been put out. As the tears gushed from it, ‘That’s it,’ thought 
I, ‘it’s all running away.’ But what was still more painful to 
me was to hear the other boys’ laughter and jokes and the 
congratulations they showered on my aggressor. 

For that matter, I no more liked giving blows than re- 
ceiving them. All the same, at Vedel’s there was a great big, 
carroty-haired boy with a low forehead (his name has for- 
tunately escaped me) who really took too great advantage of 
my pacifism. Twice, three times, I bore with his sarcasms ; but 
suddenly I was seized with a holy rage; I rushed up and fell 
upon him while the other boys made a circle round us. He 
was considerably bigger and stronger than I; but I had the 
advantage of taking him by surprise; and then, to my own 
astonishment, my fury multiplied my strength tenfold; I 
punched him, I shoved him, and in a moment I had him 
down. Then, when he was on the ground, intoxicated by my 
triumph, I dragged him after the manner of the ancients, or 
what I thought was such - I dragged him by the hair of his 
head until a handful of it came off in my hand. I was even 
slightly disgusted by my victory on account of all the greasy 
hair he left in my hand, but I was above all amazed at having 
been victorious; beforehand it had appeared so utterly 
impossible, that I must really have lost my head to have 
attempted it. My success secured me my schoolfellows’ respect 
and allowed me to live in peace for a long time to come. It 
convinced me too that there are many things that seem im- 
possible only as long as one does not attempt them. 
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We had spent part of September in the nei^libourhood of 
Nimes, in a place belonging to my uncle Charles Gidc’s 
father-in-law. (My uncle had recently married.) From this 
place my father returned with an ailment which was attri- 
buted to eating figs. In reality it was intestinal tuberculosis, 
and my mother. I think, was aware of it; but tuberculosis in 
those days was an illness wliich people hoj)cd to cure by 
ignoring. The disease, however, had no doubt already 
advanced too far for my father to have had any chance of 
getting over it. He passed away quietly oti October 28th of 
that year (1880). 

I have no recollection of seeing him dead : but I rcjnembei 
seeing him in bed a few days before the end. A big book lay 
on the sheet before him ; it was open but lay face dowruvards, 
so that I could only see its brown leather back. My moilier 
told me afterwards it was a Plato. 

I was at Vedel’s and someone - I cannot remember who - 
came to fetch me - Atina perhaps. On the w'ay home the 
news was broken to me. But my grief did not burst out til! I 
saw my mother dressed in deep mourning. She was not cry- 
ing; she controlled her grief in my presence, but I fell she 
had been cr>'ing a great deal. I sobbed in her anns. She wms 
afraid the nervous shock miglu be bad for me and tried to get 
me to take a little tea. I was sitting on her lap; she iield the 
cup and gave me a spoonful at a time, and I remanber she 
said, as she forced lierself to smile : 

‘Come now, come ! Let’s see wliether this one won’t act 
diere safely !’ ^ 

And 1 suddenly felt her love enfold me - her love, which 
henceforth would have no one but me to brood over. 

As for my loss, liow should I have realized it? I would 
speak of my grief if I could, but alas ! wi.at 1 was most sen- 
SI e of was the kind of prestige my bereavemetjt gave me in 
my schoolfellows’ eyes. Imagine ! They each of them wrote 

me just as each of his colleague.s had written to my father 
^en he was decorated ! Tt.en I learnt that tny cousins wore 
“mmg. My mother had decided I was not to attend tl.e 
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funeral ceremony; while my uncles and aunts followed the 
hearse with mamma, Emmanuele and Suzanne were to stay 
at home and keep me company. The happiness of seeing them 
almost, if not quite, got the better of my grief. The time has 
come for me to speak of them. 


4 

Emmanuele was my elder by two years; Suzanne barely 
older than I and Louise came soon after. As for £douard and 
Georges, who were called ‘the boys’ in one word, as if to dis- 
pose of diem both as shortly as possible, we considered them 
at that time practically negligible - barely out of their cradles. 
Emmanuele was too quiet for my taste. As soon as our games 
became ‘rough’ or even noisy, she would have no more to do 
with them. She went off by herself with a book - like a de- 
serter, we thought; and after that no appeal succeeded in 
reaching her; the outside world ceased to exist for her; she 
lost the notion of wliere she was to such an extent that she 
would sometimes fall off her chair. She never quarrelled; it 
was so natural for her to give up her turn or her place or her 
share, and always with such a smiling grace, that one won- 
dered whether it was not her pleasure rather than her virtue 
that made her act so, and whether to have acted othen-vise 
would not have cost her a greater effort. 

Suzanne was a more daring character, prompt and 
thoughtless: every game became lively as soon as .'^he came 
into it. It was she I preferred playing with, and with Louise 
too, when she was not in the sulks, for she was less even- 
tempered than her sisters. 

Why should I speak of our games? I do not think they 
were very different from those of other children of our age - 
except perhaps that we brought more passion to tlicm. 

My uncle and aunt lived with their five cliildren in the Rue 
Lecat. It was one of those dreary provincial streets without 
shops or any kind of animation, without character or charm; 
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before reaching the still more dreary (juay, it ran the 
Hotel-Dieu or liospital, where I'iaubett’s [)aieiits had li\'etl, 
and where his brother Achille had jnactiied as a doctor, like 
his father before him. 

My uncle's house was as comnion|)Iace and gloomy as the 
street. I sliall say more of it later on. I saw iny cousin^ oflciicr 
-at any rate I liked seeing them better- in the Rue de Ca osne, 
and better still in the country, where I iix'd to spend a few 
weeks with them every summer, either when they came to 
La Roque or when we went to Cuverville, my uncle’s country 
place. At those times we played together, did our le>sons to- 
gether, grew up together; our lives were interwoven, our 
plans and wishes all in common, and when, at the end of the 
day, our parents separated us to tiike us oil to bed, I used to 
think in my childish way 'that’s all very well now. bec.msc 
unfortunately we are still small, but the lime will come when 
we shall never be separated, even at night.’ 

The garden at Cuven'ille where I am writing tliis has 
changed ver^‘ little. The ojjen space surrounded with clipped 
yews where we played in our sand-heap is still there; not f.ir 
off, in the ‘flower-walk’, is the [)lace where our little gardens 
were laid out; in the shadow of a silver-lime tree, is the 
^innaslic ground, where Lmmanm'le was so timid and 
Suzanne, on the contrary-, so daring; tlien comes ilie sliady 
part of the garden - the ‘dark walk’, where my uncle on fine 
evenings after dinner used sometimes to take refuge ; on other 
evenings he would read aloud to us an interminable novel of 
Sir Walter Scott’s. 

The great cedar in front of the house had erown enonnous ; 
we used to spend hours perched in its branches, where we 
ad each of us arranged a room of our own and paid each 
ot er visits; sometimes, from liigh up in the branches, we 
s ed with hooks or nooses: Susanne and 1 used to climb up 

'T^ ^ lower rc.gions : 

c sea ho! We can see the sea!' And indeed, when the 
weatier was clear, we could catch a glimpse of its narrow 
ver strip fifteen kilometres away. 
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No, nothing of it has changed and I can still easily recog- 
nize in the depths of my heart the little child I then was. But 
we are not concerned now to go so far back; when Em- 
manucle and Suzanne came to stay with ine in Paris at the 
time of my father’s death, the games of early childhood were 
already beginning to turn into amusements of another kind. 

My mother was persuaded by her family to spend the first 
period of her mourning at Rouen. She had not the heart to 
leave me by myself at Monsieur Vedel’s; and this was how I 
started on that irregular and unsystematic mode of life and 
that desultory education which I came to find only too much 
to my taste. 

It was in the Rue de Crosne house, at my uncle Henri 
Rondeaux’, that we passed that winter. I worked a little every 
day with Monsieur Huart, a professor who also gave my 
cousin Louise lessons. He used ‘skeleton’ maps in order to 
teach me geography; I had to find out and fill in the names 
of the places and go over the discreetly faint outlines in ink. 
The child’s effort was considerably reduced in this way, with 
the result that he remembered nothing. All I can recollect of 
these le.ssons are Monsieur Huart’s spatula-shaped fingers, 
which looked extraordinarily flat, large and square, as tiiey 
strayed over the maps. 

Tfiat winter I was given a New Year’s present of a kind 
of copying-press; I cannot remember the name of this rudi- 
mentary device; in reality it was nothing but a sheet of metal 
spread with .some gelatinous substance upon which you first 
laid the piece of paper that had been freshly written on, and 
afterwards the pages that were to be printed. Was the idea 
of a newspaper suggested by this present? Or, on the con- 
trary, did the present come as a response to a project we had 
made of founding a newspaper? No matter; in any case, a 
little family gazette was started. I do not think I have kept 
the few numbers that came out: but I rememher there were 
prose and verse contributions from my cousins ; as for my own 
collaboration, it consisted solely in the copying out of a few 
pages from the best authors; with a modesty I make no com- 
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ments on, I felt convinced my relations would take more 
pleasure in reading ‘ I'he s(juirrel is a cli. inning little aniiii.ir 
byBuffon, and fragmentsof Boileau’s Ii.[)ist!cs. tlian anything 
whatever of my own invention - and ili.it this wa^ just as it 
should be. 

My uncle Henri Rondeaux was at tlie head of a printed 
linen factory at Le Houlmc. four or live kilometres from the 
town, \Ve went driving there fairly olten. I licre had origin- 
ally been a house adjoining the factory - a vmall. square, 
unpretentious house, so insignificant that it has left no trace 
in my memory; my uncle pulled it down and Imiit another, if 
not exactly on the same s[)ot. a very little way oil .mcl facing 
what afterwards became tlie garden; it w.is a pros[X‘rous- 
looking, showy building - a cross between a seaside yiila and 
a Normandy dwelling-house. 

* 


My uncle Henri was an excellent person - mild, fatherly, 
perhaps a little too bland; and his face was not more striking 
than his character. I have said already. I think, that when he 
was about eighteen, he turned Roman Catholic: my grand- 
tnother. on opening a cupboard one day in her son’s room, 
fell back in a fainting fit - it was an altar to the X’irgin. 

The Henri Rondeaux’ used to t.ike in the 'I'rihou/rt - a 
comic paper of tlie ultramontane persuasion, whicli had licen 
founded for the purpose of up.setting jules I'en-y : this rag was 
full of vile illustrations, the wit of which consi.sted in playing 
tricks with the Tonkinese ‘ minister’s nose by turning it into 
an elephant’s tnink - to the intense delight of my cousin 
Robert. Numbers of the Trihonlel lay about aggressively at 
be Houlme. side by side with the Croix, on the drawing-room 
and billiard-room table.s. to the discomfort of those visitors 
who were of a different way of thinking from the masters of 
the house ; my uncle and aunt Demarest and my mother pre- 
tended not to notice; Albert grumbled indignantly below his 

.i during Ferry's ministry that Tonkin was conquered by 

the French. 
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breath. In spite of political and religious divergences, my 
mother was too conciliatory not to get on with lier eldest 
brotlier, and especially with her sister-in-law, Lucile. An ex- 
cellent manager, a person of great good sense and great good 
feeling, my aunt was the exact counterpart of her husband; 
and yet she was considered his superior : for a man who is on 
the same level morally as his wife must have great intelligence 
not to appear much her inferior. It was my aunt and not 
Robert who took over the management of the factory at uncle 
Henri’s death, the year following the one I have reached in 
my story, and who held her own against the workmen when 
on one occasion they went out on strike. 

The Le Houlinc factory was one of the most important in 
Rouen, where trade at that time was still flourishing. The 
cloth was not manufactured on the spot but only printed. But 
the printing was accom{)anied by a number of subsidiary 
operations and employed an army of workmen. In a field a 
little way off there was a lofty shed used for drying; the air 
that blew through the lattice-work sides of the building kept 
the lengths of linen waving about in a constant mysterious 
flutter and rustle ; a shaky zigzag staircase led you up through 
a multitude of little landings, passages, and gangways till you 
were lost amidst an infinite tangle of vertical streamers, cool 
and white, tranquil and quivering. Close to the river, there 
was another little building always kept shut, where the dyes 
were secretly manufactured, and from which there emanated 
a curious smell that ended by growing on one. I would gladly 
have spent hours in the room watching the stuff as it passed 
under the shining brass rollers, to emerge again bright with 
colour and life; but wc children were not allowed in by our- 
selves. On the other hand, we could go into the big ware- 
house without asking permission, whenever we found the 
door open. It was a vast building where the pieces of stuff, 
already printed, rolled up and ready to be delivered to the 
trade, were arranged in orderly piles. On each floor there 
were three lines of rails, on which small trucks ran from one 
room to the other throughout the whole length of the build- 
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ing along three parallel passages, bordered on each side by 
full or empty shelves. Suzanne, Louise, and I. each sitting on 
a truck, instituted thrilling races. EminanuMc did not come 
with us into the warehouse, because there were only tliree 
trucks and she did not like adventures - and principally be- 
cause she vvas not sure it was allowed. 

Hard by the factory lay the extensive farm, with its model 
poultry yard and an iintnon«e barn, wlicrc my cousin Robert 
ajTiused himself by rearing a sj)ecial breed of rabbits: there 
were great heaps of cm brar)ches iti it which served them :is 
burrows: here In my cousins’ absence I used to pas,s hours on 
end, sitting or lying on the straw and watching the frolics of 
these quaint little creatures. 

The garden was squeezed into the narrow s[)ace between 
tlie roadside wall and the river. In the middle of it was a 
pond which for sinallne.ss of size and contortion of shape 
would have delighted Flauhcrt’s heart. It was crossed by an 
absurd toy bridge made of iron. Tlie bottom of the pond was 
cemented, and crawding about on it were (juantities of caddis 
larvae, looking like odds and ends of vegetation, in their 
queer casings of tiny twigs. I tried to rear some of these 
creatures in a basin, but was obliged to leave Le Houline 
before witnessing their iransfonnution. 

I doubt whether I ever extracted as much or as keen joy 
from anything later on. be it from books, music, or painting, 

1 did in tliose days from the jilay of living matter. I had 
succeeded in getting Suzanne to share iny passion for ento- 
molog^-; at any rate she would accompany me on my hunting 
expeditions and was not too mvich disgusted at turning up 
bits of dung and carrion in the search for dung-beetles, bury- 
mg-beetles, and devil's coach-horses. It is to be supposed my 
family ended by having some respect for my devotion to 
natural history, for. child as I was, at tlie de^uh of Felix 
Archimede Pouchet, a first cousin of my grandmother’s, it 
was to me that his collection of insects was handed over. Tlie 
obstinate old scientist had had his hour of celebrity when 
e lad upheld the daring theory of Heterogenesis^ or spon- 
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taneous generation, in opposition to Pasteur. Not everyone 
can boast a cousin called Archimedes. How I wish I had 
known him ! I had some acquaintance, as I shall mention 
later on. with his son George, who was professor at the 
Natural History Museum. 

To have been considered worthy of this gift of twenty-four 
cork-lined boxes full of beetles, all classified, arranged, and 
labelled, certainly flattered me; but I cannot remember that 
it gave me enormous pleasure. My own poor little collection 
seemed humiliated by tliis treasure; and how much more 
precious I thought the insects I caught and pinned down 
myself. It was not collecting I enjoyed - it was hunting. What 
dreams I had of those happy corners of France, haunts of the 
capricorn and the stag-beetle - the biggest of all our Euro- 
pean beetles - though not to be found at La Roque ! But I 
did discover a colony of rhinoceros {oryctes nasicornes) at 
the foot of an ancient heap of sawdust beside the Blancmesnil 
sawmill. The,se handsome insects of varni.shed mahogany are 
almost as big as stag-beetles and carry the lurned-up horn to 
which they owe their name between their eyes. 1 was wild 
with joy wlien I saw them for the first time. 

By digging into the sawdust, one found their larvae as well 
- enormous white maggots. like cockchafer grubs. One 
found, too, strings or packets of soft, wliilish eggs as big as 
damsons, and all sticking together; I was at first greatly 
mystified by these: they had no proper shell and it was im- 
possible to break them; it was even rather difficult to tear 
open their soft parchment-like skin, but when one did - won- 
der of wonders ! - out slipped a slender grass-snake ! 

I brought back a quantity of oryctes larvae with me to I.a 
Roque and kept them in a box full of sawdust: but they 
always died before reaching the chrysalis stage : the reason, 

I think, being that they need to burrow deep into the earth 
before they can effect their metamorphosis. 

Lionel de R— helped me in these hunts loo. We were 
exactly of an age. He and his sister were orphans and lived 
with their grandfather Ch — at Blancincsnil in the cliargc of 
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their uncle who was Ch — ’s son-in-law. I used to .?o to Blanc- 
mesnil every Sunday. Wlien iny cousins were with us. our 
maids escorted us in a troop; tlie walk there was j)lcasant 
enough, but we w'ere dressed in our Sunday best, and the 
visit itself was an infliction. The intimacy between Lionel and 
myself, which later became VC17 close, had not yet develojjcd, 
and at that time I considered him merely a turbulent, jjas- 
sionate, dominecrin.g boy, w’ith legs like a cock's, hair like a 
fox’s brush, a perspiring skin, and a countenance tliat turned 
beetroot whenever he was tlie least agitated. His favourite 
game was to seize my fine brand new panama hat and fling it 
into a bed of dahlias, whicli was of course forbidden ground ; 
or else he w’ould get Mousse, the huge Newfoundland, to 
knock us down. Sometimes wc found cousins tlierc. girls 
rather older than ourselves, and then we used to have great 
fun; we played a kind of prisoners’ base; but after tea, as 
soon as it began to be really amusing, our maids called us 
away - it was time to go borne. 1 remember one of these 
walks in particular. 

A terrific tliunder-slorm suddenly came on; heavy purjile 
clouds covered the sky, and wc had visions of lightning, wind, 
hail, and perdition. We hurried on so as to get in before wo 
were overtaken. But the stonn gained on us. .seemed to be 
actually pursuing us; we felt it was aimed c'^[)rcially at us; 
yes, we felt directly threatened. So, as was often our hahii, 
we passed our conduct in review, questioned each other, tried 
to discover which particular culprit had aroused the anger 
of this terrific Jove. As we could not find, however, that we 
had been recently guilty of any especially enormous sins, 
Suzanne exclaimed at last ; 

‘Why, it must be the maids !’ 

And we took to our heels and fled, abandoning the sinners 
to tlie wrath of Heaven. 

At La Roque I had lessons from Monsieur Tahourel, the 
schoolmaster of Saint*Ouen. in the commune of Blancmcsnil 
(Monsieur Ch — himself had founded the .school). Mon- 
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sieur Tabourel’s teaching was far from exciting. It was during 
one of his lessons that a privet hawk-moth chose the time for 
coming out of its chrysalis. I had reared the caterpillar and 
was keeping the chrysalis carefully in a small narrow un- 
covered box, in which it lay, looking like a mummy in its 
sarcophagus. I used to examine it every day, but never per- 
ceived the smallest change, and I should perhaps have des- 
paired if it had not been for the little convulsive movements 
this semblance of a creature made when I tickled its abdo- 
men with the nib of my pen. It was really alive then ! Now 
on that day, as Monsieur Tabourel was correcting my sums, 
my eyes fell on the box. O Proteus ! What did I see? Wings ! 
Great green and pink wings beginning to stir and quiver ! 

Overwhelmed with admiration, with joy, dancing with 
enthusiasm, I could not help seizing, for want of a better 
divinity, old Tabourel’s fat paw. 

‘Oh, Monsieur Tabourel ! Look ! Oh, if I had only 
known . . .’ 

I stopped short just in time, for what I had been meaning 
to say was : ‘If I had only known that while you were ex- 
plaining those deadly sums, one of the mysteries of life, so 
great a one, so long expected, was going on at my ver7 
elbow ! . . .’ A resurrection like Lazarus’s ! A metamorphosis, 
a miracle I had never yet beheld . . . 

Monsieur Tabourel was a man of education; calmly, but 
with a shade of astonishment or blame or something dis- 
approving in his voice : 

‘What!’ said he; ‘didn’t you know that a chrysalis is the 
envelope of a butterfly? Every butterfly you see has come out 

of a chrysalis. It’s perfectly natural.’ 

At that I dropped Monsieur Tabourel’s hand. Yes indeed, 
I knew my natural history as well, perhaps better tliaii he . . . 
But because it was natural, could he not see that it was mar- 
vellous? Poor creature! From that day, I took a dislike to 

him and a loathing to his lessons. 

In the year i80i, the twelfth of my age, my mother, be- 
coming a little uneasy, I suppose, at the irregularity of my 
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studies, engaged a tutor for me. I do not know who can have 
recommended her Monsieur Gallin. He was a ridiculous 
young puppy - a student, I greatly fear, in theology - short- 
sighted and foolish, and apparently even more bored llum I 
was by the lessons he gave me, which is saying .i good deal. 
He used to come for walks with me in the, woods, but he did 
not conceal how much he disliked the couniiy. I was de- 
lighted whenever a branch of hazel knocked olf his pince- 
nez. He was continually humming a tune out of the Cloches 
de Conieville in which the following words ke[Jt coming : 

Little lou's 

One iloc'-n't love. 


The self-satisfied mincing affectation of his voice exasper- 
ated me: I ended by declaring I could not understand how 
anyone could take any pleasure in singing such idiotic slulf. 

You think it stuff,’ he answered in a paironi/ing tone, ‘be- 
cause you are too young to understand it. As a matter of 
fact, it’s extremely witty.' 

He added that it was a much admired air itt a very fashion- 
able opera . . . Everything he said increased my contempt for 
hun. 


The following winter iny mother took me to the South - it 
IS really astonishing that sucii a piecemeal education should 
nave had any good results at all. No doubt this decision was 
the upshot of much pondering and patient weiglhng of pros 
and cons; all mamma’s actions were wry carefully thought 
otit. Was she anxious about my state of health.-’ Or was she 
over-ruled by my aunt Charles Gidc, who w,is \er^’ persivtent 
in urging what she thought advisable 1 c^uinol tell. Parents’ 


reasons are unfatliom.rble. 

The Charles Gides were at that time living at Montpellier, 
where tlicv occupied the second and top noors of the Castcb 
neaus’town house at the blind end of the Rue Salle L’Eveque. 
Hie Castelneaus rcsei-vcd the first floor for tliem.selves and 
a so the more spacious ground floor, which gave straiglu on 
to the garden. VVe w-ere kindly allowed to make use of this 



garden, which, as far as I can remember, was nothing but a 
wilderness of evergieen oaks and laurels, but admirably 
situated; it formed a corner terrace overlooking one end of 
the Esplanade and the suburbs of the town, with a view that 
stretched as far as the distant peak of Saint-Loup, which my 
uncle could see too from his study windows. 

Was it out of discretion that my mother and I did not 
lodge with the Charles Gides or simply because tliey had not 
room to take us in? For we had Maria with us too. Perhaps 
my mother preferred solitude on account of her mourning. 
We stayed to begin with at the Hotel Nevet while we were 
looking for furnished rooms in die neighbourhood, where we 


could spend the winter. 

Those my mother fixed on were in a steep street which 
went from the Grand’ Place to the other end of the Esplan- 
ade, running along the foot of the Esplanade wall, so that 
there were houses along only one side of it. The street be- 
came darker and dirtier the further away you got from the 
Grand’ Place. Our house was about half-way down. 

The apartment was small, ugly, and squalid. The furniture 
was sordid. My mother’s room and the room that served 
dinim^-room looked on to the Esplanade; that is to say one s 
eyes were brought up sharp by its great foundation walls. 
Both my room and Marie’s looked on to a little garden with 
neither grass, trees, nor flowers in it, which would have b^ 
called a backyard, but for two leafless shrubs which blos- 
somed out once a week with the landlady’s washing. A low 
wall separated this garden from the next door backyard on 
to which more windows opened ; here there was ^ contmua 
medley of cries, songs, smells of oil, babies napkins be mg 
dried carpets being shaken, chamber-pots emptied, squalling 
children, and birds squawking in their cages. Starving cats 

were to be seen wandering from yard to yard - 
beasts which on idle Sundays the landlad/s son and lus 
friends - big boys of eighteen or so - would hunt with frag 
ments of broken crockery. We used to dine every two o 
three days with UieCharlesGides; Uieir cooking was excellent 



and a great contrast to tlic iiorrid messes tfiat were '-cut in tn 
us from a neiglibouring re'-taurant on tlie days we were at 
home. Tiie scjualor of our lodgings tnade me think that my 
fathers deatli had invol\-ed our ruin: but I did not dare 
question mamma. And however lugubrious our ap.irtmcnl, it 
was Paradise compared to the lycee. 

I doubt whetlicT this Itad clianged mucli since the lime of 
Rabelais. 'I he entrance to the class-rooms was so public that 
the boys amused themselves by enticing dogs in from the 
street. No: I must be making a mistake; the classroom can- 
not have opened directK on to the street. In any case I dis- 
tinctly remember that one day a dog came iti by the door, 
which Mon«ieur Nadaud liked leaving open : after all it m.iy 
have been tlic jiorter’s dog ... As there were no pegs for us 
to hang our tilings on. wo used them as cusliions to sit upon; 
they served as footstools too for our neighbours, for we sat on 
rows of steps, one above the other, and wrote on our knees. 

My class, and indeed the whole .school, w.i.s divided into 
factions : there was the Catholic party and the Protest. int 
paity. When I had first gone to the I-'cole Ais.icicnnc, 1 h.id 
learnt I was a Protestant; at the very first break, the boy-s 
had crowded round me and asked : 

‘Are you a Cat or a Prot ?' 

as 
rc 
lie 

relations m Rouen blinded me to their difTerencos of religious 

belief. So I replied that I had not the Ica.st idea what"'lhcy 

''ere talking about. An obliging schoolfellow look it uiion 
himself to explain : 

Catholics are people who believe in the Holy Virgin.’ 

Upon which 1 exclaimed I was certainly a Piotest.uit. By 
some miracle there were no Jews among us. but a little 
"hippcrsnapper, wl^o liad not spoken before, suddenly 

announced : ^ 


As I heard thc-^c mysterious words for the first time, I 
perfectly dumbfounded - for iiiy parents bad taken good 
not to let me know that all French people might not havi 
same faith, and the perfect amitv th.it rciened hetvvnr-t 
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'My father is an atheist.’ This was said with sucli an air of 
superiority as somewhat to perplex the rest of us. 

I noted tlie word to ask my mother what it meant. 

‘What does atheist mean ?’ I asked. 

‘It means a horrid foolish man.’ 

This failing to satisfy me, I questioned further; I insisted; 
mamma at last, wearied out, cut me short, as she often did, 
with : 

‘You’re not old enough to understand’ or ‘There’s no need 
for you to understand tliat just yet.’ (She had a choice of 
such answers which drove me wild.) 

Does it seem curious that children of ten or twelve should 
concern tliemselves with such matters? I think not. It shows 
nothing after all but that all Frenchmen, of whatever age or 
class of society, have an innate need to take sides, to belong 
to a party. 

A little later, driving one day in the Bois de Boulogne with 
Lionel de R — and Octave Join-Lambert, a cousin of mine, 
in whose parents’ carriage we were, I got hauled over the 
coals by the other two boys. They had asked me whether I 
was a royalist or a republican and I had answered . 

‘Why, a republican, of course,’ not understanding how one 
could be anything el.se as we were living under a reput)lic. 
Lionel and Octave had thereupon fallen upon me and 
severely trounced me. As soon as I got home, 1 iiskcd 

innocently : 

‘Wasn’t that the right thing to have answered ? 

‘My dear,’ my mother said, after pausing to reflect a 
moment, ‘when you arc asked what you are in future, you 
must say you are for proper constitutional representation. 

Will you remember?’ 

She made me repeat these astonishing w-ords. 

‘But . . . what does it mean ?’ 

‘Why that's just it, my darling - the others won t under- 
stand any more than you do, and then tliey’ll leave you 

alone.’ . ^ 

At Montpellier, the question of belief was not important, 
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but as the Catholic aristocracy sent their children to Jc'^uit 
schools, tlie only boys left for the/ycec were Protestants (who 
nearly all called cousins with each other), and little plebeians 
who were often highly un[)leasant and very ohviou'-ly tilled 
with feelint's of hatred for us. 

I say us . for I almost at once joined the set of itiy Cfi- 
religionists, children whose parents were friends of my uncle 
and aunt s. and to whoiti I had been introduced. I here were 
tile Westphals. the Loenhardts, the Caslelneaus, and tlic 
Baziles, all related to each other and ver)’ friendly to me. 
They were not all in my form, but we used to meet as we 
came out of school. Dr Leenhardt’s two sons were tlio'^e I 
saw most of. frank, open-tempered boys, a little given to 
teasing, but excellent fellows at heart: in spite of which. I 
took little pleasure in their society. Something downright in 
liieir talk, something offhand in their manner, made me re- 
treat still further into my shell, for I had bcxoinc shyer than 
ever, depressed and sulky, and only went with my school- 
fellows becau.se I could not do otherwise. T heir g<imcs were 
noisy, wliereas 1 should have liked mine to he cpiiet ; my taste 
as much for peace us thcii's was for war. Not content 
with coming to fisticuffs when school was over, they talked of 
nothing but guns, gunpowder, and 'squibs*; these were an 
invention we fortunately knew nothing of in Paris: a little 
saltpetre, a little sand or fine gravel. wrap[)rd up togeilier in 
a bit of curl-paper and flung on the pavement between the 
l^gs of a passer-by, made a devil of a noise. The first time 
the Leenhardts gave me some .squibs. I hastily drowned tliem 
m niy washing-basin as soon as I got back to our loath.some 
lodgings, All the pocket-monev they posse.ssed went in buy- 
ing gunpowder, with which they crammed to bursting some 
little brass cannons that had been given them a.s New Year 
presents, and which positively frightened me out of my 
senses. Their detonations got on my nerves and I hated them 
i could not understand what kind of infernal pleasure the 
t-eenhardts found in them. They instituted file-hring with 
rneir armies of tin soldiers ; I had tin soldiers too ; I too played 
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with them: but my game was to melt them. You put them 
to stand upright on a shovel wliich you heated, and watched 
them till they suddenly began to totter; then they dived for- 
ward, head foremost and soon out would flash from every 
tarnished unifonn a little liberated soul - brilliant, glowing, 
chastened ... But I must go back to the Montpellier lycee. 

The £cole Alsacienne had improved on the ordinary lycee 
regime; but some of their improvements, excellent as they 
were, turned out to my disadvantage. I had been taught to 
repeat poetry more or less decently, and this was also my 
own natural inclination: but at the lycee (at any rate at the 
Montpellier lycee), the custom was to gabble either verse or 
prose as fast as possible in one flat monotone, which robbed 
the text not only of all attraction, but of all meaning, so that 
nothing was left of it to show why one had taken such pains 
to learn it. Nothing more frightful or more grotesque can well 
be imagined: however well one knew the text, it was impos- 
sible to recognize a word of it; one could not even be sure it 
was French. When my time came to recite (I wi.'^h I could 
remember what). I felt at once that notwithstanding the best 
will in the world, I should never be able to fall in with their 
methods - it went really too much against the grain. So I 

recited as I should have recited at home. 

The very first line caused general stupefaction - the kind 
of stupefaction that is created by a real scandal; then this 
gavo way to an immense roar of laughter. From one end of 
the tiers of steps to the other, from top to bottom, the whole 
class rocked with laughter; every boy laughed as he seldom 
has a ohance of laughing at school; it ceased even to be de- 
rision and so hearty and so irresistible was it. that Monsieur 
Nadaud himself joined in; at any rate, he smiled, and at the 
encouragement of his smile, the laughter became more un- 
controlled than ever. The master’s smile was my inevitable 
condemnation: I do not know how I had the courage to stic 
it out to the end of mv piece, which - Heaven be praised 1 
knew thoroughly. Tfien to my astonishment and to the uttcr 
amazement of the class, Monsieur Nadaud - who was sti 
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smiling after the laughter had subsided - Mon'^icur Nadand, 
in a voice that was very calm, and even august, was lie.ird 
to say : 

'Gide. ten.’ (This was the liighest ni.jrk possilde.) You 
think it funny, young gentlemen ? Weil, let me tell you. tli.tt 
is how you ought all to say your poetry.’ 

I was done for. This coin[)liinent. by distinguishing me 
from my companions, resulted in setting them all against me. 
Fellow pupils do not easily forgive cacli other the sudden 
favours of authority, and if Monsieur Nadaud had deliber- 
ately wished to confound me. he would not have acted other- 
wise. Surely it was quite enough that tlicy should think me 
affected and rny recitation ridiculous. Hut the finishing stroke 
was that it became known I took private lessons with Mon- 
sieur Nadaud. And this is why I took them. 

One of tlic reforms instituted by the Hcole Alsacicnnc bad 
to do with the teaching of Latin; in tlic lycee, the hoys started 
droning their Tosn, rosne in the ninth and lowest class, but 
the £cole considered that if their pupils began Latin in the 
sixth, they would have plenty of time between that and the 
baccalaureat examination to catch up with the boys of the 
lycee. They would start later and arrive as soon. Results had 
proved it. This was all ver^- well, hut L who liad missed so 
many lessons, was handicapped in the race, and in spite of 
Monsieur Nadaud’s wearisome coacliing, I soon lost ail hope 
of catching up the boys wlio were already translating Virgil. 
I began to founder in a slough of despond. 

This recitation of mine with its stupid success and llie rc[>u- 
tation it bestowed on me of being affected, gave a loose to 
oi\ schoolfellows’ hostility : tlic boys who had at first been my 
riends dropped me; the others grew bolder whcti they saw I 
ad no one to back me. I was jeered at. beaten, hunted. The 
torture began when we came out of school ; not immediately, 
owe\cr. for my former friends would not have allowed me 
to bullied under their very eyes - but round the first sti eet 
corner. How I dreaded the end of school ! As soon as I was 
Outside, I slipped off as fast as I could and took to iny heels. 
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Fortunately we did not live far off ; but my enemies lay in 
wait for me ; then, for fear of ambushes, I contrived immense 
detours; as soon as tlie others became aware of this they 
changed their tactics and the hunt which had begun as a 
stalk developed into a chase; there might really have been 
some fun in it, but I felt that what moved them was not so 
much love of sport as hatred of me - wretched game that I 
was. The chief among them was the son of a travelling circus 
manager - a boy called Lopez, or Tropez, or Gomez, a great 
athletic brute, who was considerably older than any of us and 
wlio made it a point of honour to be at the bottom of the 
fonn. I can see him now - his horrid expression, his low fore- 
head and plastered liair, shiny with hair-oil, his floating 
scarlet tie ; it was he who was the leader and he really wanted 
my blood. There were days when I got home in a lamentable 
state, my clothes torn and muddy, my nose bleeding, my 
teeth chattering, haggard with fright. My poor mother was 
at her wits’ ends. Then at last, by some merciful Providence, 
I fell seriously ill and my torture came to an end. 

The doctor was sent for. I had small-pox. I was saved ! 

I was well nursed and looked after and in the normal 
course of things should soon have been about again. But as 
my convalescence advanced and the moment drew near for 
resuming my halter. I felt ovenvhclmed witli horror, the un- 
speakable horror left me by the recollection of my torments. 
1 saw the ferocious Gomez in my dreams; I fled panting froin 
his pack; I felt again the abominable sensation on my cheek 
of the dead cat which he had one day picked out of the gutter 
and rubbed against my face, while the others held my anns; 1 
used to wake up bathed in sweat, but only to a renewal of my 
terror as I thought of what Dr Lecnhardt had said to my 
mother - that in a few days I should be well enough to go 
back to the lycee ; and my heart quaked within me. But 1 am 
not wishing to excuse what follows. I leave it to neurologists 
to disentangle what was real and what was assumed in the 

nervous malady that followed my small-pox. 

This, I think, is how it began. The first day I was allowed 
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to get up. I felt a kind of giddiness which made me totter on 
my legs, as was only natural after three weeks in bed. If this 
giddiness got a little worse, thought I to myself, can I im.igitic 
what would happen? Oh, yes: I should feel my head sink 
backwards: my knees would give way (I was in the little pas- 
sage that led from my room to my mother’s) and I should 
suddenly collapse on the floor. ‘Ha !’ said I to myself, ‘sup- 
pose I were to imitate what I imagine !' And even in the act 
of imagining I could feel what a relief, what a respite, it 
would be to yield to this suggestion of my ncr\-cs. One glance 
behind me to make sure of a jjlace where the fall would not 
hurt too much and . . . 

I heard a cr>’ from the next room. It was Marie who came 
running, I knew my mother was out; some remains of sluune 
or pity restrained me when she was there, but I counted on 
her being told all about it. After this first trial, encouraged 
by my success. I grew bolder, cleverer, and more decidedly 
inspired: I ventured on other movements; sometimes I in- 
vented jerky and abrupt ones; sometimes, on the contrary, 
they were long drawn out and rhythmically repeated in a 
kind of dance. I became extremely expert at thc.'>e dances and 
my repertory’ was soon fairly varied; one consisted in just 
jumping up and down on the same spot; in another, f wont 
backwards and forsvards across the little sp.icc between tlie 
window and my bed. on to which I sprang, standing upriglit, 
at every return journey - three jumps in all hit it off exactly; 
sometimes this lasted an hour on end. There was another I 
perfonned in bed with the bedclothes thrown off. consisting 
of a scries of high kicks done in cadence like those of a 
Japanese juggler. 

I have often reproached myself since that time and won- 
dered how I had the heart to carry on in this way in my 
mother’s presence. Ilut I must confess that nowadays my self- 
reproach seems to me less grounded. These movements of 
mine, though perhaps conscious, were barely voluntary-. 1 hat 
IS to say that at most 1 might have controlled them a little. 
But that gave me the greatest relief. Ah ! how often in later 

95 



days, when suffering from my nerves, have I regretted that I 
was no longer of an age when a pirouette or two . . . 

At the first signs of this curious malady. Dr Leenhardt, 
who was sent for, reassured my mother. Nerves,’ said he; 
‘nothing but nerves.’ But as I still went on jigging and 
prancing, lie thought it best to call in two fellow practitioners 
to his assistance. The consultation took place (I cannot re- 
member why or when)* in a room in the Hotel Nevet. There 
were three doctors : Doctors Leenliardt, Thculon, and 
Boissier ; tlie last named was the doctor of Lamalou-lcs-Bains, 
where it was proposed to send me. My mother was present 
but said nothing. 

I was a little anxious at the turn things had taken. These 
old gentlemen (two of them were white-bearded) turned me 
about in every direction, sounded me and then talked to each 
other in whispers. Were they going to see through me? 
Would one of them - the severe-looking one. Monsieur 
Theulon - say : 

‘A good spanking, Madame, that’s all this boy wants.’ 

No; and the more they examined me, the more convinced 
they seemed that my case was genuine. After ail, could I be 
supposed to know more about my.scif than these learned 
gentlemen? It was no doubt I who was wrong in thinking 
that I was shamming. 

The consultation was over, 

I began to dress. Thculon bent down in a fatherly way to 
help me; Boissier stopped him; and as he did so, I saw a 
glance, a wink, pass lietwcen him and Thculon. So a cunning 
eye was fixed on me and meant to watch me whilst I thought 
myself unobserved. That same eye was secretly following my 
fingers as I rebuttoned my coat. ‘If that old boy comes with 
me to Lamalou, I shall have to look out.’ thought I to my- 

I On reflection this consultation must, I think, have taken pl.acc 
between my two visits to Lamalou-lcs-Bains, which explains how we 
came to be at the hotel. 
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self, and with apparent innocence, I flung him a few extra 
contortions, as my fingers fumbled with the buttonliolcs. 

One person who absolutely refused to take my illness seri- 
ously was my uncle Charles, and as I did not know then that 
he took nol>ody’s illnesses seriously. I was vexed - I was ex- 
tremely vexed, and detennined to get the better of his indif- 
ference by playing my tnimp cards. Oh ! w’liat a wretched 
business! How much I should like to skip it, if only i had 
not resolved to omit nothing ! 

It was in the ante-room of the Charles Gidcs’ apartment in 
the Rue Salle L’itveque; my uncle had just left his lihiar>- 
and I knew he would sooti be coming back ; I slipped under a 
side table and when I heard his step, waited a few momenLs 
to see whether he would notice me of his own accord, for the 
ante-chamber was spacious and my uncle walked slowly ; but 
he was holding a newspaper and reading as he walked; in 
another second he would have passed me ... I stirred feebly 
and uttered a moan. At this, he stopped, slowly removed his 
eyeglasses, and looking over the top of his newspaper : 

‘Hullo !’ he said. ‘What are you doing there?’ 

Wriggling, writhing, contorted, I sobbed out in a voice I 
took to be irresistibly pathetic : 

Oh ! I’m in such pain !’ 

But I was immediately aware of my fiasco. My uncle put 
his eyeglasses back on to his nose and his nose back into bis 
paper and went on to lus librar\’. the door of whicli he shut 
behind him with tlic utmost unconcern. O shame ! There 
was nothing for me to do hut to gel up. siiake the dust from 
my clothes and start detesting my uncle - which I did witli 
tliebest will in tlie world. 

Rlieumatic patients stopped at Lower Lamalou. where, 
besides the baths, tliere was a small town, with a aisino, and 
a few shops. 

Four kilometres further up was Upper Lamalou or Old 
Lamalou, the l.amalou for ataxic patients, witli nothing to 
recommend it but its primitive wildness. The batliing esiab- 
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lishment, the hotel, a chapel, three villas, of which one be- 
longed to Dr Boissier - and that was all. And even Uie 
bathing establishment was almost hidden from sight at the 
bottom of a cleft in the rock, wliich cut tl»e hotel garden in 
two and ran sliadily, stealthily down to the river. At the age 
I was then at. it is nearness that lends enchantment to the 
view; a kind of shortsightedness blinds one to the distance; 
one prefers tlie detail to the whole; the secret country that 
gradually unfolds as one advances, to the country lying open 


to all. . 

On the day we arrived, while mamma and Mane were 

busy unpacking, I escaped. I ran into the garden and made 
my way on and on into the heart of the narrow gorge; above 
its steep sides of foliated rock, the tall trees bent into an arch; 
a streaming rivulet, which passed tlirough the batlung estab- 
lishment, and whose bed was lined with a duck, flaky rust, 
ran singing beside me; I was breathless with surprise, and 
the better to express my rapture, I remember walking along 
with my arms raised above my head in oriental fashion, like a 
picture I had seen in my beloved Arabian ^lgkls of Sindbad 
in the Valley of Diamonds. The gorge led down to die river, 
wliich made a bend at this place, and here the schist of the 
cliff side had been washed into a deep hollow by the force o 
the current dashing against it; along the top of the cliff the 
hotel gardens ended in a fringe that had been left to grow 
wild - evergreen oaks, cistus, arbutus, and. weaving its fes- 
toons from bush to bush or shaking its 
void over the waters, smihtx, dear to tl.e Bacchantes. The to- 

ntKinous heat of the springs was soon qucnci.ed 

and limpid river; shotils of minnows played among fra, 

monts of slate that had been washed away from the rocks, . 

was .lot till a Uttle lower down, 

and ran tnore slowly, that the rocks diminished n h^g . 
further up-stream the river was narrower and its curren 
Lifter- here there were eddies, leaps, falls, cool and quiet 

pools where the imagination fondly bathed ; m " 

projecting piece of rock barred the way, there were great Bat 



stones, so spaced that one could step across to the other hank ; 
in places, tlie two banks so nearly met that one was obliged 
to leave the river-side, to leave the shade, and climb uj; to 
the top of the cliff, wlicre a little patch of cultivated -lound 
lay parching under a burning sun; furtlier away in the dis- 
tance, began immense forests of Spanisli chesimU trees, 
clothing tiie first slopes of the mountains. 

The Upper Lainalou hath claimed, I believe, to date from 
the Romans: at any rate it was primitive, and I liked it lor 
that: small, i)nt that was of no importance, since one w.is 
ordered to remain motionless in it, so tliat the carbonic acid 
might take effect. 1 he water, an opatjuc rust colnui , was not 
hot enougii to prevent one from shivering when one first 
dipped into it; then, if you kept quite still, myriads of little 
bubbles soon came and settled on you. pricked you, flicked 
you, imparted a mysterious tingle to tlic coolness of the w.iter, 
which at once relieved the nervous centres: the iron in the 
water worked too, either separately or in conjunction with 
Heaven knows w’hat other strange and subtle elements, and 
all these together made up the cxtraordinar>- efficacy of the 
cure. One left the hath witli a horning skin and frov-en hones. 
A great fire of brushwood was ready blazing for me, wliich 
old Antoine stirred into a fiercer flame and at which he aired 
my night-shirt ; for after the bath, you returned to bed again ; 
a walk through an interminable passage brought you back at 
last to the hotel, to your room, and to your bed, wliich liad 
been warmed in tlic meantime by a ‘monk’ - as the warming 
apparatus was called - a cliarcoal stove with an ingenious 
arrangement of lioops to keep it from Ijurning tlie sheets. 

The conclave of doctors, after this first cure, decided that 
Lamalou had done me good (yes, it must have been this 
consultation whicli took place at the Hotel Nevet) and pro- 
nounced in favour of another cure in autumn - which was 
exactly what 1 wanted. In the meantime I was ordered a 
treatinent of douches at Gerardmcr. 

I refrain from copying tlic pages I had begun to write 
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about Gerardraer. its forests and valleys and *chaumes’, * and 
the idle life I led there. They would add nothing new to my 
story, and I am impatient to emerge from the dark shades of 
my childhood. 

When, after ten months of lying fallow, my mother 
brought me back to Paris and sent me to the ficole Alsacienne 
once more, I had entirely lost the habit of work. I had not 
been there a fortnight before I added headaches to my reper- 
tory of nervous troubles, as being less startling and easier to 
manage at school. As these headaches left me completely 
after the age of twenty, and even earlier, I looked upon them 
for some time with great severity and accused them of being, 
if not altogether feigned, at any rate greatly exaggerated. 
But now that they have begun again, I recognize them, at 
forty-six years old,* as being exactly what they were when I 
was thirteen, and I admit they might very well have 
paralysed my efforts to work. In truth, I was not lazy; and I 
approved with my whole heart when I heard my uncle 
£mile say : 

‘Andre will always love work.’ 

But it was he too who called me ‘Andre the irregular’. 
The fact is, I found great difficulty in working against the 
grain; even at tliat age, my steady hard work was done in 
short bouts - by repeating an effort I could not prolong. I 
was often overcome by sudden fits of fatigue - fatigue of die 
mind - interruptions of the current, so to speak; and this 
condition continued even after the sick headaches had left 
me, or, to be more accurate, succeeded the sick headaches 
and lasted for days, weeks, months at a time. Independently 
of all this, I experienced an unspeakable distaste for every- 
thing we did in class, for the class itself, for the whole system 
of lectures and examinations, even for the play hours; nor 
could I endure the sitting still, the lack of interest, the stag- 
nation of the school regime. My headaches no doubt came in 

1. A special word used in the Vosges, meaning upland pastures. 

2, Written in 1916, 


100 


very’ conveniently; I cannot say how far I made the most of 
them. 

Brouardel. who had oriifinally been our doctor, was now so 
celebrated that my mother did not like to call him in. beiut' 
hindered. 1 suppose, by the ‘^ame kind of scruples which I 
have certainly inherited from her and which j)ar.ilysc me too 
in my dealings with people of importance. 'I hete w.iv no 
need to have any such fear rcg.irding Monsieur I.i/art. who 
succeeded him as our family doctor; one could revt assured 
that he. at any rate, would never be singled out for celebrity, 
for indeed there was nothing in him to single out. A good- 
natured creature he was; fair and foolish, with a gentle voice, 
a kind glance, a lim[) bearine; apparently harmless too - hut 
nothing is more dangerous than a fool. How can his pre- 
scriptions he forgiven him? As soon as 1 felt nervy - bro- 
mides : as soon .is. I slept badly - chloral. And tliis for a grow- 
ing child and an unformed brain ! All my later weaknesses of 
will or memor>’ I attriliute to him. If one could t.ike action 
against the dead. I would prosecute him. I roincmber with 
fury that for weeks together there was half a gl.is.s of a solu- 
tion of chloral fthe bottle of little cr\sia!s was put entirely at 
my own disposal and I could measure otJt any dose I fancied) 
-of chloral, I ref^eat, placed hy my bedside at night, in case 
of sleeplessness: that for weeks, for months togcllicr. when I 
sat down to table. I found beside my plate a hoille of ‘Sirop 
Laroze’ (peel of bitter oranges and bromide of potassium). At 
evcr>' meal. I had to take one, two. and tlicn three spoonfuls 
{not teaspoons l)ut tablespoons) of this mixture, and so on, 
in a rhythmical scrie.s of threes; and this treatment went on 
indefinitely, nor was there any reason it should ever stop, 
until it left the poor foolish patient - such as I was - com- 
pletely stu[)cficd. Especially as the syrup was very good ! I 
cannot understand how I escaped perdition. 

Decidedly the devil was on the watch for me : the shades of 
night were gathering tliick and fast and no sign gave warn- 
ing there was any rift through which a ray of light might 
reach me. It was tlien that occurred the angelic intervention 
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that came to snatch me from the Evil One - an event infi- 
nitely slight in itself, but as important in my life as revolu- 
tions in the history of empires - tlie first scene of a drama 
which is not yet played out. 


5 

It must have been a little before the New Year. We were 
again at Rouen; not only because it was holiday time, but 
because, after a month’s trial, I had again left die Ecole 
Alsacicnne. My mother resigned herself to treating me as an 
invalid and to the inevitable necessity of my learning nothing 
except by accident; this meant anodier and prolonged inter- 
ruption to my education. 

I could not eat; I could not sleep. My aunt Lucile was all 
kindness and attention; in the morning, Adcle or Victor came 
to light the fire in my room ; I used to lie in my big bed long 
after I woke, lazily listening to the great logs as they hissed 
and spurted their harmless sparks against the fireguard, sink- 
ing with a delicious feeling of torpor into the comfort that 
pervaded the house from lop to bottom. I see myself sitting 
between my mother and aunt in die big, pleasant, stately 
dining-room, its four corners adorned with white statues of 
the four seasons; there they stood, decently lascivious, after 
the style of the Restoration, each statue in its niche, on a 
pedestal fitted up as a sideboard (winter’s being provided 
with a hot-plate). 

SeVaphine used to prepare me special little di-shes, but 

nothing tempted my appetite. 

‘You sec, my dear,’ said my mother to my aunt, ‘all the 

saints in the calendar won’t get him to eat.’ 

‘Juliette,’ my aunt would suggest, ‘do you think he might 

fancy oysters?’ 

Then Mamma : 

‘No. no, you’re much too kind . . . Well, perhaps, one might 
try oysters.’ 
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I can honestly say that this was not mere fastidiousness 
on my part. hvcr>’thing was distasteful to me : I went to table 
as one might go to the scaffold: it was with tlie greatest diffi- 
culty that I swallowed a morsel or two; in vain mv mother 
begged, scolded, and threatened, and nearly every meal 
ended in tears. But it is of (|uite another matter I wanted to 
speak . . . 

I had met my cousins ag.tin at Rouen. 1 h.ivc said tliat my 
tastes a.s a cliild had diawn me more especi.illv to Su/.mne 
and Louise; hut even this is not quite accur.tte; no doubt I 
played more with them, but it was because they liked playing 
vvath me; I preferred Emmanuele, and more and more as she 
grew older. I was growing older too. but it was not the same 
thing; however serious I tried to he when I wa.s with her, I 
felt I was still a cliild; I felt tliat she was one no longer. 1 lie 
sweetness of her expression had now a tinge of s,Klncss in it 
which drew and held me all tlic more because I could not 
fathom it. And I did not actually know that Lmmanucle was 
sad; for she never spoke of lierself. and her sadness was of a 
sort that no other child could h.ivc guessed at. Already 1 lived 
with my cousin in a conscious community of t.i-stes and 
tlioughts which I strove with all my heart to make closer .ind 
more perfect. This atnused her. I think; for instance, when 
we dined together at the Rue dc Crosne. she would make a 
game of forcing me to refuse the sweets I liked best, by le- 
fusing tlicm herself: for she knew 1 would not touch any di'h 
she had not helped herself to first. Does all this sound 
childish? Alas ! There is nothing cliildi.sh in what follows. 

The secrets of a soul are as a rule only to be discovered by 
degrees, but it was not by degrees that I discovered the secret 
grief that had so precociously matured my friend and cousin. 
It wa.s the total and abrupt revelation of an unsuspected 
world to which my eyes were suddenly ojiened, like the e>es 
of the blind man after the Saviour had touclicd them. 

I had left my cousins in die evening to go back to the Rue 
de Crosne, where I thought my mother was expecting me, 
but I had found the liouse empty. I hesitated a little and tlien 
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detennined to return to the Rue Lecat ; this seemed to me a 
specially good idea because I knew I was not expected there. 
I have already spoken of my childish mania for crowding 
whatever space and time lay beyond my ken with mysterious 
liappenings. I was extremely preoccupied with what went on 
behind my back, and sometimes felt that if only I could turn 
round quick enough I should see . . . Heaven knows what! 

I went then at an undue hour to the Rue Lecat, bent on 
surprising. That evening my taste for the clandestine was 
gratified. 

On the very threshold I scented something unusual. Con- 
trary to custom, the porte-cochere was open, so that I did not 
have to ring. I was slipping in stealthily, when Alice, a de- 
testable maidservant of my aunt’s, suddenly appeared from 
behind the hall door, where she was apparently lying in wait, 
and in her most disagreeable voice : 

‘You, is it?’ she asked. ‘Wliat are you doing here at tliis 
time of day?’ 

It was evidently not I who was expected. 

I made my way in, however, without answering. 

My uncle Emile’s office was on the ground floor; it was a 
dreary little room smelling of cigars, where he used to shut 
himself up half the day, and where, I think, he was much 
more occupied with his worries than with his business; h© 
used to come out from it looking careworn and aged. He had 
certainly aged a good deal lately; I don't know whether I 
should have noticed it by myself, but after I overheard my 
mother say to aunt Lucile one day : ‘Poor Itmile ! How he 
has changed !’ I was immediately struck by the painful knot- 
ting of his brows and the anxious and sometimes haras.sed 
expression of his eyes. My uncle was not at Rouen that day. 

The stairs were in darkness and I went up noiselessly. The 
children’s rooms were at the top of the house; below them 
my aunt’s and uncle’s, and on the first floor the drawing- 
room and dining-room, which I pas.sed quickly. 1 meant to 
make a dash past the second floor too, but the door of my 
aunt’s room was wide open; the room was brightly lighted 
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and the liglit slione out on to the landing. 1 gave one rapid 
glance and caught sight of my aunt stretched languidly on a 
sofa: Suzanne and Louise were bending over her and lanniug 
her. and I thitik giving her salts to smell. 1 did not e 
Eininanuele. or rather, a sort of instinct told me she could lu't 
be there. Fc.iring I sliould be >een and caught, 1 ran cjuickly 
past. 

Her sisters’ room, which I had first to go througli, was 
dark, or, at any rate, tlicre was nothing to guide me hut a 
dim twilight from the two windows, llic curtains of which 
had not yet bceti drawn. I re.uhed my cousin’s door and 
knocked gently; as there was no atiswcr, 1 was going to knock 
again, when tiie door yielded, for it had not been closed. In 
this room it was darker still; llte bed was at the further end; 

I did not see Eininanuele by it at first, for she was kneeling. 

I was going away, tliinking the room was empty, when she 
called me : 

Wliat have you come for? You ought not to have come 
back.’ 

She had not risen. I dkl not realize at once that ‘■he w.is 
unhappy. It was w’hen I felt her tears on my clieck that my 
eyes were suddenly opened. 

I do not choose here to speak of the details of her wrctclu'd- 
nes.s, nor to say niucli of tlie abominable secret that was the 
cause of her sufTering. wiiich moreover ! was then too young 
to do more tlian guess at. f'o-day I cannot Imagine anything 
more cruel for a young girl all purity, love, and sweetness, 
than to have to judge and condemn her own mother's con- 
duct; and what increased her unhappiness was that she was 
obliged to keep to herself and hide from a father she loved 
and revered, a secret she had accidentally discovered and 
which was now cru.shing her - a secret which was the talk of 
the town, which the servants laughed over, and which took 
advantage of her two sisters’ unheeding innocence. No. I was 
unable to understand any of this till later ; but I felt that this 
little creature, already so dear to me, was possessed by a 
great, an intolerable grief - a grief tliat not all my love and 
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all my life would be enough to cure. What more can I say? 
. . . Till that day. I had been wandering at random; now all 
at once, my mark was fixed, the mystic lodestar of my life 
discovered. 

To all appearances nothing was changed. I shall return to 
the story of the small events that occupied me; the only 
change was that they no longer occupied me entirely. I kept 
hidden away in the depths of my heart the secret of my 
destiny. Had that destiny been less crossed and thwarted, I 
should not be writing tliese memoirs. 

It was on the Riviera that we spent the rest of the winter. 
Anna was with us. Some unlucky inspiration made us first try 
Hyeres. where the country inland is difficult of access and 
where the sea, which w-e thought would be close at hand, was 
only visible, like a deceitful mirage, in the distance, on the 
other side of a wide tract of market gardens ; we thought it a 
deadly place; moreover Anna and I both fell ill. A certain 
doctor (I shall remember his name to-morrow), a child- 
specialist, persuaded my mother that all my ills, nervous and 
otherwise, came from flatulence; he discovered on sounding 
me that my abdomen was full of alarming cavities and had a 
tendency to swell ; he even pointed out in a masterly manner 
the portion of the intestine in which the peccant vapours 
formed, and prescribed an orthopaedic bandage, price 150 
francs, to be supplied by his cousin the surgical-instrument 
maker, which, he said, was a sure preventive of wind. I wore 
this ridiculous apparatus for some time; it hampered all my 
movements and had all the more difficulty in flattening my 
stomach, inasmuch as I was already as thin as a lath. 

The palm-trees at Hyeres delighted me less than the 
eucalyptus-trees, which were in flower. The first one I saw 
sent me into trans[X>rts; I was alone, but I ran off at once 
to announce the event to my mother and Anna, and as I had 
not been able to bring them back the smallest sample, for the 
flowering branches were out of my reach, 1 did not rest satis- 
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fied till I had dragged Anna to the spot where tlie tree of 
wonders grew. She said tlien : 

‘It’s a eucalyptus - a tree imported from Australia.’ And 
she bade me observe the liang of the leaves, the way tlie 
branches grew, the deciduous bark . . . 

Just then a cart passed by ; a small boy, perched up on the 
top of some sacks, picked and threw us a twig covered with 
the curious flowers I was longing to examine at close quarters. 
The buds, which were verdigris colour, were covered with a 
kind of resinous bloom, and looked like little closed caskets', 
one might have thought them seeds, but for their look of 
freshness, and suddenly the lid of one of the caskets would 
burst open under the tumultuous pressure of the stamens; 
then, when tlie lid fell to the ground, the released stamens 
would stand out in an aureole; from a little way off, among 
the tangle of long sickle-shaped, drooping leaves, the white, 
petal-less flower looked like a sea-anemone. 

My first meeting with the eucalyptus and the discovery of 
a little hooded arum in the hedges by the roadside on the 
way to Coslobelle \vere the great events of this stay. 

While we w'ere kicking our heels at Hycres, mamma, re- 
fusing to accept defeat, went on a voyage of discovery as far 
as tlie Estcrels and beyond, came back in ecstasies and carried 
us off to Cannes next day. Though w'e were very indifferently 
lodged, near the station and in the least pleasant part of the 
town, I have kept an enchanting recollection of Cannes. At 
that time not a single hotel and hardly a villa had sprung up 
in the direction of Grasse; the Cannet road passed through 
groves of olives; the country began at once where the town 
ended; narcissus, anemones, tulips grew in abundance in the 
shadow of the olive-trees, and in profusion further afield. 

But it was a different order of flowers that chiefly aroused 
my admiration; I mean the submarine flora, which I was 
able to study once or twice a week, on the days that Marie 
took me to the islands of Lerins. There was no need to walk 
much further than our favourite landing-stage at Saint- 
Honorat, in order to find recesses sheltered from the surf, 
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deep creeks, which had been subdivided into innumerable 
little pools by the erosion of the rocks, where shells, seaweed, 
and madrepores displayed their splendour with oriental mag- 
nificence. Tlie first glance was an enchantment, but the 
passer-by who was satisfied with the first glance had really 
seen nothing : I had only to remain motionless for a little, 
leaning like Narcissus over the surface of the water, and from 
a thousand holes, from a thousand crannies in the rocks, 
there slowly emerged before my admiring eyes all the won- 
ders my approach had put to flight. All around began to 
breathe and palpitate; the rock itself seemed to come to life 
and what had appeared inanimate began timidly to move; 
strange translucid creatures with ghostly motions rose from 
the tangle of weeds; the water became populous'; the pale 
sand that carpeted the floor stirred here and there, and from 
the tip of some dull tube that might have been a withered 
reed-stalk, there would begin to flower, in little nervous jerks, 
as though half fearful still, a lovely frail corolla. 

While Marie read or knitted at a little distance, I would 
stay for hours, regardless of the sun, gazing indefatigably at 
the slow rotatory work of an urchin digging itself a cell, at the 
changing colours of an octopus, at the groping progress of 
an anemone, at hunts and pursuits and ambushes, at many a 
mysterious drama which made my heart beat. I used to get 
up from this entranced contemplation utterly stupefied and 
with a violent headache. How could there be any questioo 

of working? 

During this whole winter, I cannot remember having 
opened a single book, written a letter or learnt a lesson. My 
mind was as completely idle as my body. I think to-day that 
my mother might have taken this opportunity to make me 
learn English, for instance; but that language my parents had 
reserved for their own use in order to be able to say things 
before me they did not want me to understand; and besides, 
I was so stupid at picking up the little German Marie taught 
me, that it was thought prudent not to trouble me further. 
There was a piano indeed, though a very poor one, in tlie 
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drawing-room, on which I might have practised a little every 
day; alas! my mother had been recommended carefully to 
avoid anything that might cost me an effort ... I am furious, 
like Monsieur Jourdain, when I think what a pianist I might 
have become, if only I had had a little encouragement in 
those days. 

When we got back to Paris at the beginning of spring, 
mamma began to look out for a new apartment, for it was 
generally admitted that ours in the Rue de Tournon was no 
longer suitable. Evidently, thought I, remembering the sordid 
furnished lodgings of Montpellier, evidently papa’s death has 
ruined us, and in any case the Rue de Tounion apartment is 
much too bi<r for us now. Who knows what we shall liave to 
put up with in the future? 

My anxiety did not last long. I soon heard my aunt 
Demarest and my mother discussing questions of rent, situa- 
tion, and floor, and it did not at all sound as if our style of 
living was to be reduced. Since papa’s death, my aunt Claire 
had acquired great influence over my mother. {She was very 
much older.) She used to say in a decided voice and witli a 
particular little pout of her own : 

‘Yes, you might manage on that floor. It doesn’t so much 
matter being high up. But as for the other point, no, Juliette; 
certainly not.’ And she made a little sharp peremptory 
gesture with the flat of her hand, which cut short the dis- 
cussion with a snap. 

The other point was the portc-cochcre. It might occur to a 
child that if one did not give parties or drive in a coach one- 
self, a poTte-cochere was a thing one might do without. But 
the child upon this occasion had no voice in the matter, and 
besides w'hat could one find to say when my aunt declared : 

‘It’s not a question of convenience but decency.* 

Then, seeing that my mother kept silent, she w’ent on more 
gently but with no less insistence : 

‘You owe it to yourself; you owe it to your son.’ Then, 
very quickly, thrown in as an extra : 

109 


‘It’s perfectly simple, my dear; if you haven’t a porte- 
cochere, I can tell you straight off the people who won’t come 
to see you.’ 

And she immediately reeled out a list of names such as to 
terrify the stoutest heart. But my mother looked at her sister 
and smiled rather sadly : 

‘And you, Claire,’ she said; ‘would you stop coming to see 
me?’ 

Upon which, my aunt would purse up lier Ups and return 
to her embroidery. 

These conversations only took place when Albert was not 
there. Albert, no doubt, was not a man of the world. My 
motlier, however, liked to hear what he had to say, remem- 
bering that she herself had once been something of a rebel; 
but my aunt preferred him not to give liis opinion. 

In short, the new apartment was decidedly larger, finer, 
more pleasant, more luxurious than the old one. I will de- 
scribe it later on. 

Before leaving the Rue de Tournon, however, let me have 
one last look at the past connected with it and at what I have 
so far written. It seems to me tliat I have made the shadows 
in which my childhood lingered so long, too dark; or rathflf^l 
I liavc failed to speak of two flashes, two strange thrills wMth 
momentarily stirred the darkness of my night. If I had dfin 
scribed them before and in the proper place chronologically, 
it would no doubt have been easier to understand die over- 
whelming agitation that shook me that autumn evening m 
the Rue Lecat, when I came into contact with the mvisiblc 

reality of life. 

The first takes me back into the dim distance; I wish I 
could say the exact year, but all I know is that rny father was 
still alive. We were at table; Anna was lunching with us. 
My parents were sad because tliey had heard that morning 
of the death of a little child of four, the son of some cousins 
called Widmer: I had not heard the news, but I gathered it 
from a word or two my mother said to Nana. I had only seen 



little £mile Widmer two or three times, and had no particu- 
lar feeling for him; but I no sooner understood he was dead, 
than a very ocean of grief rolled over my lie^irt. Mamma took 
me on to her lap and tried to quiet my sobs; she told me that 
we must all die; that little £mile had gone to Heaven where 
there were no more tears or suffering, in short, all the most 
consoling things a tender mother can think of; notliing wiis 
of any avail, for I was not exactly weeping for my little 
cousin’s death, but for sometliing I could not understand, an 
indefinable anguish or terror, which it was not surprising I 
could not explain to my mother, for I am incapable of ex- 
plaining it any better to-day. Ridiculous though it may seem 
to some of my readers, I must say, however, tliat in later life, 
on reading certain pages of Schopenhauer, I suddenly seemed 
to recognize my own particular anguish. Yes, it is a fact tliat 

in order to understand ‘ 

it was the recollection of my first schaudern 

that I quite unconsciously and quite irresistibly evoked. 

The second of these tremors was still more peculiar : it 
was a few years later, a little after my father's dcatli; that is 
to say I must have been about eleven. The scene again took 
pkee at table, but this time iny mother and I were alone. I 
had been at school tliat morning. What had happened? 
Possibly nothing. 

. . . Tlien why did I suddenly break down? Why did I 
again feel, as I fell convulsively sobbing into mamma’s arms, 
that indefinable anguish, the very same exactly that 1 had 
felt at my little cousin’s death? It was as though the special 
sluice-gate of some unknown, unbounded, m^-stic sea had 
suddenly been opened and an overwhelming flood poured 
into my heart. I was not so much unhappy as terrified; but 
how was I to explain it to my mother? All she could dis- 
tinguish through my sobs were, repeated again and again, 
these blind despairing words : 

T’m not like other people ... not like other people I’ 

Two other recollections are also connected with the Rue 
1 . Too long to quote -/4u<Aor’jA^ofe. 


de Tournon : I must tell them quickly before making the 
move. I had managed to get myself given as a New Year’s 
present Troost’s big book on Chemistry. It was aunt Lucile 
who gave it me; aunt Claire, whom I had asked first, thought 
it would be absurd to give me a lesson book; I insisted, how- 
ever, so violently that no other book would give me as much 
pleasure, that aunt Lucile was persuaded. She had this ex- 
cellent thing about her, that she consulted my tastes rather 
than her own when she wanted to please me, and it was to 
her I owed some years later the collection of Sainte-Beuve’s 
Lundis and Balzac’s Comedie humaine. But I must return to 
my chemistry. 

I was only thirteen, but I protest that no student could 
ever liave plunged more eagerly into this book than I. It goes 
without saying, however, that part of the interest I took in it 
de[)cnded on the experiments I proposed to make. My mother 
consented to my using the little backroom which was at the 
further end of the apartment, next door to my bedroom, and 
in which I also kept my guinea-pigs. There I installed a small 
spirit stove, my matrasses, and the rest of my paraphernalia. 

I am still astonished that my mother should have allowed ^ 
either she did not fully realize what risks the walls, the floc*^ 
and myself were running, or perhaps she thought it was 
worth while running them, if it were to be of any benefit to 
me; in any case she made over to me weekly a tidy little sum 
which I immediately laid out in the Place de la Sorbonne or 
the Rue de rAncicnne-Comcdic on tubes, retorts, crucibles, 
salts, metalloids, and metals - and on acids, too, some of 
which I now wonder the shops consented to sell me; but no 
doubt the shopmen took me for a mere errand-boy. The in- 
evitable result was that one fine morning the receptacle m 
which I was making hydrogen exploded in my face. I re- 
member, I was making the experiment called ‘the chemical 
hannonica’, which is perfonned with a lamp-chimney. I made 
the hydrogen with perfect success; I had fixed the long thin 
tube by which the gas was to come out and was preparing to 
set fire to it; in one hand, I held the match and in the other 
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the lamp-chimney in which the flame was supposed to come 
and sing; but I no sooner applied the match tlian the flame 
flashed into the inside of the apparatus and sent tlie whole 
concern - glass, tubes, corks - flying. At tlie noise of the ex- 
plosion, the guinea-pigs leapt sky-high and the lamp-chimney 
dropped from my hands. I realized with terror that if the 
receptacle had been corked a little tighter the glass itself 
would have burst in my face. I'his made me more reserved 
in my dealings with chemicals. From that day I studied my 
chemistry book with a dilTercnt eye. As God divides the just 
from the unjust, I marked witli a blue pencil the quiet, well- 
behaved bodies, those tliere Is some plea.sure in cultivating, 
and with a red pencil those that comport themselves in a 
suspicious or alarming manner. 

A short time ago, I happened to open one of my young 
niece’s chemistry books. I found myself completely at sea; 
everything was changed - fonnulae, laws, tlie classification of 
bodies, their names, their places in the book, and even their 
properties . . . And I who had believed so entirely in their 
constancy ! My nieces laugh at my dismay ; but in the face of 
such revolutions a secret melancholy overtakes me; it is like 
meeting an old crony one had always thought of as a con- 
firmed bachelor and finding him a married man and the 
father of a family. 


The second recollection is of a conversation with Albert 
Demarest. When we were in Pari.^ he and his mother used to 
come and dine with us once a week. After dinner, aunt Claire 
and mamma would play a game of cards or backgammon 
together; Albert and I as a rule sat down to the piano. But 
^at evening conversation took tlie place of music. I must 
have said something - I cannot remember what - during 
dmn^, which Albert thought deserved reproof. He said 
notlung before the others and waited till the meal was over; 
but immediately after it he took me on one side ... 

At that time I had a kind of adoration for Albert; I have 
already said how eagerly I used to drink in his words - above 
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all when they ran counter to my own natural bent - especially 
as this was rarely the case, and I found him as a rule extra- 
ordinarily anxious to understand the very things about me 
that were likely to be least understood by my mother and 
the rest of tlie family. Albert was ve]^ tall, very strong, and 
at the same time very gentle; his slightest remarks amused 
me inexpressibly, perhaps because he said the very things I 
did not dare say, or even did not dare think ; the mere sound 
of his voice enchanted me. I knew he had been first-rate at 
every kind of sport, especially swimming and rowing, and 
now, after having experienced die exhilaration of an open- 
air life and die delights of physical development, he was de- 
voting himself almost entirely to painting, music, and poetry. 
But on that particular evening, we discussed none of diese 
matters. On that particular evening, Albert explained to me 
the meaning of patriodsm. 

I must own I had much to learn on that subject; for 
neither my father nor my mother, good French people as 
they were, had ever instilled into me any very definite sense 
of the frontiers of our territories or of our minds. ^ 
swear they possessed any diemselves; and for myself, being 
inclined, Uke my father, to attach less importance to reabti^ 
than to ideas, 1 reasoned at thirteen years old Uke an idealist, 
a child, and a fool. I must have declared during dinner that 
in ’70 ‘if I had been France, I should not have defended my- 
seir, or some nonsense of the kind ; and that moreover, I had 
a horror of everything military. This was what Albert had 


thought it necessary to reprove. ^ , . * • 

He did it without protestations or fine phrases, but si p y 
by telling me about the invasion and his own “ 

a soldier lie told me that his horror of the power P 
vokes was as great as mine, but for that very re^on te 

admired tlie power that defends, and that 
soldier's life came from the fact that it was not h»>«elf l e wa 
defending, but those weaker than hunself whom he k ew to 
be in danger. And as he spoke, l.is vo.ee trembled and grew 


grave. 
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Then you think one can coolly allow one’s parents to he 
insulted, one’s sisters raped, one’s goods plundered? . . . And 
no doubt an image of the war he had been through passed 
before his eyes, for I saw them fill with tears, though his face 
was in the shadow. He was in a low armchair, beside my 
father’s big writing-table, on which I was perched, swinging 
my legs, and a little embarrassed by what he was saying and 
at being seated above him. At the other end of the room, my 
aunt and mother were intent on a game of cribbage or 
bezique with Anna, who had come to dinner that night. 
Albert spoke in a low voice so that the ladies sliould not hear 
him; after he had finished, I took his big hand in both of 
mine and remained silent, more moved, I know, by the 
beauty of his nature than convinced by liis arguments. But 1 
was to remember his words later on, when I was better fitted 
to understand them. 

I was immensely amused and excited by the idea of chang- 
ing houses and by the prospect of arranging the furniture in 
our new home; but the move took place witliout me. When 
we came back from Cannes, mamma sent me to board vdth 
a new profes.sor; this plan, she hoped, would be of advantage 
to me and give her more freedom. 

Monsieur Richard, into whose charge I was put, had had 
the good taste to settle at Auteuil ; or perhaps it was because 
he had settled at Auteuil tliat mamma thought of sending 
me to him. He lived at No. 1 2, I think, Rue Raymouard, in 
a little two-storied old-w’orld house, with a garden attached, 
of no great size, but fonning a terrace from which one could 
see over half Paris. The house and garden still exist, though 
they will not do so for long, no doubt, for the time has gone 
by when a small professor, from motives of economy, was 
able to set up his modest establishment in the Rue Ray- 
nouard. At that time Monsieur Richard gave lessons only to 
his boarders, that is to say, to me and to two English spinsters, 
who paid, I think, chiefly for the air and the view. Monsieur 
Richard was a professor in partibus; it was not till later tliat 
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he obtained a German lectureship at some lycee. He had at 
first intended to go into the ministry, and it was for this, I 
tliink, that he had pursued his studies pretty far, for he was 
neither lazy nor stupid; then doubts or scruples (both most 
likely) had stopped him on the threshold. His first vocation 
had given a kind of unction to his look and voice; the latter 
was by nature pastoral - by which I mean that it had a soul- 
stirring quality; but a half-sad, half-amused, and I think an 
almost involuntary smile tempered his austerest sayings and 
made one realize he did not take himself very seriously. He 
had all sorts of good qualities, virtues even, but nothing about 
him seemed quite sterling or established on a solid basis; he 
was inconsistent, desultory, ready to laugh at serious things, 
and take trifles seriously - faults which, young as I was, I was 
very sensible of and which I judged at that time with per- 
haps even more severity than I do now, I think his sister-in- 
law, the widow of General Bertrand, who lived with the 
family, did not have a very high opinion of him, which 
raised her greatly in mine. A woman of excellent sense, w lo 
had known better times, she was, I now tliink, the only 
sensible person in the house; added to which, she had plenty 
of heart a.s w'ell, though she only showed it on rare occasions. 
Madame Richard had no doubt as much heart as she; she 
even appeared to have more, for as she had no sense, it was 
always her heart that spoke. She had poor health, and was 
thin, pale, and drawn-looking; being very gentle, she always 
effaced herself before her husband and sister, which is no 
doubt the reason I have kept such a very indistinct impr«- 
sion of her; whereas Madame Bertrand, who was on the 
contrary solid, affinnative, and decided, managed to imprint 
her personality on my memory. She had a daughter ^ 
years younger than myself, who was always carefully kep 
apart from us all, and who. I thought, sufTcred a htt e under 
her mothers er^cessively authoritative rule. Yvo""e Strand 
was a delicate, ahnost puny, child, as if the life had 
crushed out of her by discipline; even when she smiled she 
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always looked as if she had been crying. She hardly ever 
appeared except at meals. 

The Richards had two children ; a little girl about eighteen 
months old, whom I regarded with awe ever since the day 
I saw her eating earth in the garden, to the great amusement 
of her small brother Blaise, who was in charge of her, though 
he was only five himself. 

I used to work, sometimes by myself and sometimes with 
Monsieur Richard, in a small orangery, if I can give such a 
name to a glazed lean-to placed against the blank wall of a 
large house at the end of the garden. 

On a little shelf beside the desk at which I worked, grew 
a gladiolus, whose growth I had planned to watch. I had 
bought the bulb at the Saint-Sulpice market and planted it 
in its pot myself. A green blade had soon risen out of the soil 
and its growth from day to day filled me with wonder; in 
order to measure it exactly, I stuck into the pot a white label 
on which I marked its progress every day. 1 calculated that 
the leaf grew three-fifths of a millimetre per hour, which 
really with a little attention ought to be visible to the naked 
eye. Now I was tormented by curiosity to know at which 
end the grow'th took place, but reluctantly came to tlie con- 
clusion that the plant must do all its growing by night, for in 

vain I sat with my eyes glued to the leaf The study of 

mice was infinitely more repaying. I had not been five 
minutes in front of my book or my gladiolus when they came 
running out in the most charming fashion to entertain me; 
every day I brought them some little dainties to eat, and 
finally they got tame enough to come and nibble the crumbs 
on the very table where I was working. There were only two 
of them, but I persuaded myself that one was going to breed, 
so that ever>' morning with a beating heart I expected the 
appearance of a family of baby mice. There was a hole into 
which they ran when Monsieur Richard approached; this 
was their nest, and I watched it out of the comer of my eye 
while I said my lessons; naturally I said Uiem very badly; 
finally, Monsieur Richard asked me why I was so inattentive! 
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So far, I had kept the presence of my playfellows a secret. 
That day I told him all about them. 

I knew that girls were afraid of mice; I understood how it 
was that housewives disliked them; but Monsieur Richard 
was a man. He seemed keenly interested in my tale. He made 
me show him the hole; then he went out without a word, 
leaving me puzzled. A few minutes later, I saw him come 
back with a steaming kettle in his hand. I did not dare take 
his meaning and with a trembling voice : 

‘What have you got tliere, Monsieur Richai'd?’ I asked. 

‘Boiling water.’ 

‘What for?’ 

‘To scald out your horrid creatures.* 

‘Oh, Monsieur Richard, please, I beg, I implore you not 
to. I think they’ve just had little ones.’ 

‘All the more reason.’ 

And it was I wlio had betrayed them ! I ought to liave 
asked him first if he was fond of animals . . . Tears, suppli- 
cations, were of no avail. Oh, what a wicked man ! I think 
he chuckled as he emptied the kettle into the hole; but I had 
turned away my eyes. 

I found it difficult to forgive him. To tell tlie truth, he 
seemed a little astonished afterwards at the violence of my 
grief; he did not exactly excuse himself, but I felt he was a 
little abashed, from the effort he made to prove to me how 
ridiculous I was, and what horrid little animals tiiey were, 
and how unpl&isant they smelt, and how much harm ffiey 
did : and in particular, they prevented me from working. And 
Monsieur Richard was not without compunction ; he tned to 
make amends a little later by offering to pre-sent me with 
any animals I liked, provided they were harmless 

I chose a pair of turtle-doves. After all, did he present 
them to me or did he merely tolerate them? My ungrateful 
memory foi^akes me at this point . . . Their wicker cage was 
hunc up in a rather dilapidated aviary, which made a pen- 
dant to the orangery: it was the home of one or two screarn- 
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ing, bad-tempered, stupid fowls, in which I took no interest 
whatever. 

During the first day or two I listened enthusiastically to 
my doves’ cooing; I had never heard anything so delicious; 
they cooed like burbling springs, all day long without stop- 
ping; the noise, from being delightful, became maddening; 
Miss Elvin, one of the two English boarders, was particularly 
irritated and persuaded me to make the birds a nest. I had 
no sooner done this, than the female dove began to lay and 
the cooing became less incessant. 

She laid two eggs; such is their custom; but as 1 did not 
know how long she would take to hatch them. 1 made con- 
tinual incursions into the hen-house; there, perched on an 
old stool, I could look down on to the nest; but as I did not 
want to disturb the sitter, I waited and watched intcnninably 
until she should be kind enough to get up and sliow me that 
the eggs were still unhatched. Then, one morning, even be- 
fore going in, I caught sight of fragments of faintly bloody 
eggshell lying on the floor of the cage, on a level with my 
nose. At last ! But when I tried to get into the aviary, I found 
to my profound ama 2 ement that the door was shut and 
secured by a small padlock, which I recognized as one which 
Monsieur Richard had bought with me a day or two before 
in a neighbouring shop. 

‘Is it any good?’ he had asked the shopman. 

‘As good as a big one,’ had been the answer. 

Monsieur Richard and Madame Bertrand, irritated at see- 
ing me spend so much time with my birds, had resolved to 
put an obstacle in the way; they told me at lunch that the 
padlock would remain fastened and that Madame Bertrand 
would keep the key, and only let me have it once a day, at 
four o’clock, during the tea hour. Madame Bertrand always 
came to the fore when it was necessary to take an initiative 
or apply a punishment. She spoke at such times calmly, and 
even gently, but very firmly. As she informed me of this 
terrible decision she was almost smiling. I took care not to 
object; but it was because I had a plan of my own. Those 
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little cheap padlocks all have the same keys; I had noticed 
that fact tlie day Monsieur Richard was buying his. With 
the few pennies that were jingling in my pocket 1 could . . . 
Off I ran to the shop directly after lunch. 

I declare there was not the slightest feeling of revolt in 
my heart. Neither then, nor ever, have I taken any pleasure 
in deceiving. I meant to have a game with Madame Bertrand, 
not to take her in. How could the fun I hoped to get out of 
tliis childish prank have blinded me to the possibility that 
Madame Bertrand might look at it in a different way? I liked 
and respected her, and, as I have said, I was even particu- 
larly anxious for her esteem; any slight annoyance I may 
have felt came chiefly from the fact that she had adopted 
material means when all .she had to do was to appeal to my 
obedience; for when I came to think of it, she had not 
actually forbidden me to go into the aviary; she had simply 
put an obstacle in the way, as if . . ■ Well! she should see 
what her padlock was worth ! Naturally I should not go into 
the cage on tlie sly; it would be no fun unless she saw me; I 
should not open the door until she was in the drawing-room, 
the windows of which faced the aviary (I laughed at the 
thought of her astonislunent), and afterwards I should hand 
her my double key and assure her of my good intentions. I 
turned all tliis over in my mind on my way back from the 
shop ; it would be of no use, however, to look for any logic in 
this account of my reasoning; I give it in the rough, just as it 
occurred to me, without any further attempt at arranging it. 

As I went into the hen-house, I was thinking more of 
Madame Bertrand tl.an of my turtle-doves. I knew slie was 
in die drawing-room and I watched tlie windows, but there 
was nothing to be seen ; it almost looked as if it were .she who 
was hiding. What a sell ! Still I could not very well call her. 
I waited and waited, but in the end I had to come out. 1 
had hardly glanced at the brood. Widiout taking the key 
from the padlock, I returned to the orangery, where a piece 
of translation from Quintus Curtius was awaiting me and set 


120 




to work, vaguely uneasy, and wondering what I should do 
when the tea-beU rang. 

Little Blaise came to fetch me a few minutes before four 
o’clock - his aunt wanted to speak to me. Madame Bertrand 
was waiting for me in the drawing-room. She rose as I en- 
tered, with the evident intention of being more impressive, 
allowed me to take a few steps towards her and then : 

‘I see I have been mistaken in you,’ she said; ‘I hoped you 
were an honest little boy . . . You thought I didn’t see you just 
now.’ 

‘But . . .’ 

‘You kept looking at the house for fear . . .* 

‘Yes, because . . 

‘No, I won’t allow you to say a word. What you have done 
is very wrong. Where did you get that key?’ 

‘I * 

A • • • 

‘I forbid you to answer. Do you know where people go 
to who break open locks? To prison. I shall not tell your 
mother of your conduct, it would make her too unhappy; if 
you had only given her one thought you would never have 
dared do such a thing.’ 

I realized as she was speaking that it would be utterly im- 
possible to make her understand the secret motives of my 
conduct; and to tell the truth, they were no longer very clear 
to myself; now that my excitement had subsided, my trick 
struck me in another light and seemed mere foolishness. And 
besides, the impossibility of defending myself had at once 
produced in me a kind of disdainful resignation which 
enabled me to bear the brunt of Madame Bertrand’s sermon 
without a blush. I think that after she had forbidden me to 
speak, she was irritated by my silence, which forced her to 
go on talking when she had nothing left to say. I put all the 
eloquence that was denied my tongue into my eyes. 

'I don’t care what you think now,’ they said; ‘since you 
have been so very unfair to me, I cease to respect you.’ 

And to emphasize my disdain, I refrained for a whole fort- 
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night from going near ray birds - with excellent results for 
my work. 

Monsieur Richard was a good professor; he took more 
pleasure in teaching than in learning; he had a quiet way 
with liim and a kind of gaiety which prevented his lessons 
from being dull. As I still had everything to learn, we drew 
up an elaborate time-table, which, however, was constantly 
being upset by my persistent headaches. I must also say that 
my mind easily went off at a tangent; Monsieur Richard 
lent himself to this, both because he was afraid of tiring me 
and because he was inclined that way himself, and the lesson 
degenerated into a conversation. This is a common failing in 
private tutors. 

Monsieur Richard had a taste for letters, but was not suffi- 
ciently cultivated for his taste to be good. He did not conceal 
from me that the classics bored him; he was obliged to follow 
the curriculum, but after an analysis of Cinna, he would 
take a rest by reading me Le Rot s’amuse. Triboulet’s apos- 
trophes to the courtiers brought the tears to my eyes, and 
with sobs in ray voice I would declaim : 

‘For see! This poor hand, rough and broTvn with toil, 

Hand of a peasant serf, son of the soil, 

This unarmed hand that makes you laugh, my lord. 

It still has nails, if it has not a sword!’ ‘ 

To-day, I think these lines intolerably poniixjus and empty 
but at thirteen, they seemed to me magnificent and infinitely 
more moving than the celebrated speech in Corneilles 

Cinna, 

Embrassons-nous, Cinna . . . 

j. Oh! voycz! Citte main, main qui n’a rien d'lllustre, 

Main d’un homme du pi uplc, i t d'un serf el d'un ruHre, 
Cette main qui pnrait dthfjrmee aux rieurs 
Et qui n’a pas d’fpee, a des angles. Messieurs! 

Victor Hugo : Le Rot s’amuse 
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which I was asked to admire. I used to repeat after Monsieur 
Richard the Marquis de Saint- Vallier^s famous tirade : 

For in your bed, where womerit virtue lies 
As in a tomb, you have, as cold as ice, 

Tarnished, dishonoured, soiled in lustful play 
Diane de Poitiers, Countess of Brizi,' 

That anyone should venture to write such things - and in 
verse too ! I was rapt in amazement. For what I chiefly ad- 
mired in these lines was, no doubt, their daring. But the 
daring thing was to read them at thirteen. 

Seeing my emotion and that I vibrated as responsively as 
a violin, Monsieur Richard resolved to put my sensibility to 
more exquisite tests. He produced Richepin’s Blasphemes, 
and then Rollinat’s NSvroses, which for the moment were his 
bedside books, and began to read them to me. A peculiar 
education ! 

What enables me to give the exact date of my reading 
these works is that I can remember the place where I read 
them. Monsieur Richard, with whom I worked for three 
years, moved to the centre of Paris the following winter; the 
scene of Le Roi s*amuse, Les N6vroses, and Les Blasphemes 
was the little orangery of Passy. 

Monsieur Richard had two brothers. Edmond, the second 
one, was a tall, slim young man, of distinguished intelligence 
and manners. He had succeeded Gallin, the dandy, as my 
tutor, the summer before. I have not seen him since; he was 
delicate and could not live in Paris. (I have heard recently 
that he had a brilliant career in the banking world.) 

I had only been a short time with Monsieur Richard when 
the third and youngest brother, who was only five years older 
than I, came to stay with him. He had been living till then 

1 . Dans voire lit, tombeau de la vertu des femmes, 

Vous avez froidement, sous vos bidsers inf&mes 
T erni, fUtri, souilU, dishonori, brisi, 

Diane de Poitiers, Comtesse de Brizi. 

Victor Hugo ; Le Roi Pamuse 
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at Gueret with a sister of whom I had already heard, because 
Edmond Richard had spoken of her to my mother the 
summer before. On the first night he arrived at La Roque : 
‘You have no sisters, have you ?’ she asked affably. 

*Yes/ he had answered. Then, tliinking, like a well-bred 
man, that his monosyllable had been rather abrupt, he had 

added : 

‘I have one sister ; she lives at Gueret.’ 

‘Really !’ said mamma; ‘at Gueret? . . . And what does .she 

do?’ 


‘She’s a pastry-cook.’ 

This conversation took place at dinner; my cousins were 
there; we were hanging on the lips of the new tutor - t le 
straiv^er who had been imported into our life and who, if he 
happened to be affected or silly or disagreeable, might spoil 


our holidays for us. , 

Edmond Richard seemed channing, but we were on the 

look-out for hisfirst remarks in order to pronounce ourcollec 
tive iudRement on Uiem - the implacable, irrev^ble judge- 
ment which young people ignorant of the world are so prone 
to pass. We were not given to making fun of our neigh- 
bours but when we lieard the words ‘She s a past^-cook 
we w’ere overcome by lauglucr, which, though thje wa^ 
nothin" at all ill-natured in it, was quite uncontrollable. A 
yet Edmond Richard had spoken very simply, smaig i - 
fonvardly, and courageously too, if he had any suspicion o 
treffect'lt might have on us. We stifled our -r as w 
a, we could for we felt how improper and vile it was. tli 
‘^LuelU tL; he may have heard it is still very painful to me. 

Abel Richard if not exactly weak-minded, was, to, say le 
leat consM less intelligent than hh two elder brottes, 
and on this account his education had been very much neg- 
lected He was a tall, limp youth, with a gentle “prcssion 
flabby hand, a plaintive voice; he was anxious and even cag 
to be agreeable, but not very tactful, so that he often g 
more snubs than dianks for his pains. Though he 
hanging round me, we did not talk much ; I had nothing 
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say to him, and as for him, it was as much as he could do to 
get out three sentences together without gasping for breath. 
One summer evening - one of those fine hot evenings when 
the weary day sinks to rest in quiet adoraUon - we were all 
sitting up late on the terrace. Abel came up to me as he often 
did and I. as I often did, pretended not to see him. I was 
sitting apart from the others on the children’s swing (but 
they had gone to bed long before), steadying it with the tip 
of my toe, so as to keep it motionless. I felt Abel sUndmg be- 
side me, motionless too; he was leaning against one of the 
supports of the swing and shaking it slightly without mean- 
ing to. But I would not look at him; I kept my face turned 
away and fixed my eyes on the lights of the town shining 
tlieir response to the stars of Heaven. We stayed a long time 
like this, until at a little movement he made, 1 at last looked 
at him. He had no doubt only been wailing for my look. 
Stammering and choking, in a voice I could hardly hear : 

‘Will you be my friend ?’ he said. 

Now I felt for Abel nothing but tlie most ordinary affec- 
tion; but it would have needed hatred to repulse this offer of 
his heart. 

‘Yes, of course,’ or ‘All right,’ I answered awkwardly and 
vaguely, 

‘Then,’ said he, without the slightest hesitation, ‘I will 
show you my secrets.’ 

I followed him. In the hall, he tried to light a candle; he 
was trembling so that he broke several matches without suc- 
ceeding. Just then. Monsieur Richard’s voice was heard call- 
ing : 

‘Andr6 ! Where are you ? It’s time to go to bed.* 

Abel took my hand in the dark. 

‘Then it must be to-morrow,’ he said in a tone of resigna- 
tion. 

The next day, he took me up to his room. There were two 
beds in it, but one had been left unoccupied since Edmond 
Richard’s departure. Abel, without a word, went up to a 
small doll’s cupboard standing on a table, and opened it with 
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a key he wore hanging from his watch-chain; he took out a 
bundle of about a dozen letters, tied round with a pink 
ribbon, which he undid, and handing me the packet : 

‘There!’ he said, in a burst of generosity, ‘you may read 
tliem all !’ 

To tell the truth, I had not the smallest wish to do so. The 
handwriting of all tlic letters was the same; a woman’s hand- 
writing, running, even, commonplace, like a clerk’s or a shop- 
keeper’s, and the mere sight of it froze one’s curiosity. But 
there was no help for it; I had to read or cruelly mortify 
Abel. 

I had thought they were love-letters; but nothing of the 
kind ; they were from his sister, the Gueret pastry-cook ; poor, 
woebegone, lamentable letters, full of nothing but bills fall- 
ing due, liabilities, ‘arrears’ (it was the first time I came across 
that sinister expression), and I realized from allusions and 
reticences that Abel had generously made over to his sister 
a portion of the money which should have come to liim from 
his parents: I remember in particular a phrase which said 
that what he had given would unfortunately not be enough 
to ‘cover the arrears’ . . . 

Abel had moved away to let me read ; I was sitting in front 
of a deal table, beside the tiny cupboard out of which he 
had taken the letters; he had not shut it again, and as I read 
I gave it an uneasy glance now and tlien, fearing there might 
be more letters to come out of it; but the cupboard was 
empty. Abel was standing at the open window; he certainly 
knew the pages by heart; I felt him following me as I read^ 
He was no doubt expecting some words of sympathy, and I 
hardly knew what to say, for I shrank from showing more 
emotion than I felt. Money troubles arc not those in which a 
child can easily find beauty; I could have sworn they had 
none, and beauty of some kind I had to have before feebng 
moved. I thought at last of asking Abel if he had a phot(> 
graph of his sister; it spared me the necessity of lying and 
might pass for a mark of interest. He pulled a photograph 
out of his pocket-book with twittering haste. 
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‘How like you she is ! ’ I exclaimed. 

‘Oh ! isn’t she?’ said he rapturously. I had said the words 
without thinking, but he found more comfort in them than 
in a protestation of friendship. 

‘Now you know all my secrets,* he went on, after I had 
given him back the photograph, ‘you’ll tell me yours, won’t 
you?’ 

Already while I was reading his sister’s letters, I had 
vaguely thought of Emmanuele. From what a halo of bright- 
ness my cousin’s fair face shone out beside these sordid 
miseries ! The vow I had made to devote my whole life’s love 
to her gave wings to my heart and brimmed it full of joy; a 
thousand unformed ambitions, a thousand mingled impulses 
were already stirring deep within me ; songs and laughter and 
leaping harmonies danced round my love in a festal train . . . 
I, with my overflowing riches, felt my heart stick in my throat 
at Abel’s question. And could I decently spread out my 
treasures in face of his penury, thought I ? Should I detach a 
tiny fragment of them to show him? But no ! My immense 
fortune was one single solid block - an ingot it was impossible 
to coin. 1 looked again at the packet of letters which Abel 
was now carefully tying up with the pink ribbon, at the little 
empty cupboard, and when once more he asked me : 

‘Tell me your secrets, won’t you ?’ 

‘I haven’t any,’ 1 answered. 


6 

The Rue de Gommaille was a new street leading out of the 
Rue du Bac; it had been cut through a number of gardens 
which had long lain hidden behind the fa^de of tall houses 
in that portion of the old street. If the porte-cochere of one 
of those houses happened to be open, a curious and admiring 
eye could plunge tlurough it into the unsuspected, secluded, 
mysterious depths of garden after garden - gardens of private 
houses, gardens of public ministries, gardens of embassies - 
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gardens like Fortunio’s, jealously guarded, but which the 
windows of the more modem houses in the vicinity some> 
times had the expensive privilege of overlooking. 

The two windows of the drawing-room, that of the library, 
those of my mother’s room and of mine, looked over one of 
these marvellous gardens, from which we were separated by 
the width of tlie street alone. This street had houses along 
one side of it only; there was nothing on the other but a low 
wall which interfered with the view of the lower floors; but 
we were on the fourth. 

It was in my mother’s room that she and I usually sat. It 
was there we took our tea in the morning. I am speaking 
now of the second year when, Monsieur Richard having 
settled in the centre of Paris, I was only a day-boarder, and 
came home every evening to dine and sleep. I left in the 
morning again just as Marie began to do my motlier’s hair, 
and so it was only on holidays that I had the privilege of 
assisting at this performance which lasted half an hour. 

Mamma, dressed in a morning wrapper, sat well in the 
light, facing the window. Marie set up a standing oval mirror 
in front of her, so that she could see herself. It was jointed 
and mounted on a three-legged metal rod, which could be 
raised or lowered at will; there was a tiny circular tray fixed 
round the rod, on which the brushes and comb were laid. 
My mother sat with the Temps newspaper in her hand, alter- 
nately reading three lines and looking at herself in the glass, 
in which she could see the top of her head and Marie’s hand 
brandishing the brush or comb; whatever Marie did, it was 
with the appearance of being infuriated. 

‘Oh, Marie ! You’re hurting me,’ my mother would moan. 

I used to read w’hile this was going on, lolling in one of 
the two big armchairs that stood right and left of the fire- 
place and blocked up the approach to it - two leviathan arm- 
chairs, whose frame-work and very shape were lost to view 
under the bloated volume of their padding. I raised my eyes 
now and then to look at my mother’s handsome profile; her 
features were naturally grave and gentle, but on such occa- 
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sions a little hardened by the dead white of her wrapper and 
by her resistance to Marie tugging her hair back. 

‘Marie, you don’t brush, you bang !’ 

Marie stopped a moment and then started again with re- 
newed vigour. Then mamma would let the paper slip off her 
knees and fold her hands in a way she had to mark her resig- 
nation, with her fingers exactly crossed, except for the two 
forefingers, which were joined in an arch and pointed out- 
wards. 

‘Madame had better do her hair herself; then she won’t 
complain.’ 

But mamma’s hairdressing needed some little artifice and 
she would have had great difficulty in doing without Marie’s 
assistance. Her hair was parted in the middle and smoothly 
brushed down on either side of her face, below a low crown 
of plaits, and it was only with the help of certain extraneous 
adjuncts that it could be made to puff out becomingly above 
her temples. In those days such things were stuffed into all 
sorts of places; it was the hideous period of ‘bustles*. 

Marie was not allowed to have absolute freedom of speech 
- mamma would not have tolerated it - she confined herself 
to an occasional bluster, when a few words would come hiss- 
ing out under the pressure of internal fury. Mamma was a 
little frightened of her; when Marie was waiting at table, it 
was not till she had left the room that mamma ventured to 
say : 

‘It’s no use talking to Desiree’ (this was addressed to aunt 
Claire), ‘she will put too much vinegar in the mayonnaise.’ 

Desirde had succeeded Delphine, Marie’s ex-flame; but 
whoever the cook was, Marie would always have taken her 
part. Then the next day, when I went out with her : 

‘You know, Marie,’ I would begin, horrid little tell-tale 
that I was, ‘if D6sir6e won’t listen to what mamma says we 
shan’t he able to keep her.’ (This was to give myself an air 
of importance.) ‘Her mayonnaise yesterday . . 

‘Had too much vinegar in it again, I know,* interrupted 
Marie, with an air of vengeance. She pursed up her lips, kept 
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her wrath down for a moment, and then, as the strain became 
too much for her, out shot : 

‘Oh, you’re a dainty lot, you are !* 

Marie was not impervious to the aesthetic emotions; but 
with her, as with a great many Swiss people, the sense of 
beauty was inextricably mixed witli that of altitude; and in 
the same way, her musical tastes were strictly confined to the 
singing of hymns. One day, however, when I was at the 
piano, she suddenly marched into the drawing-room; I was 
playing one of tlie Songs without Words - rather a sickly, 


sentimental one. 

There’s music for you !’ she said with a melancholy toss 
of her head: then. ‘1 ask you now,’ she added furiously, ‘if 
tliat isn’t better worth listening to than all those tirra-lirras 

of yours?’ , • r > 

She called any music she didn't understand tirra-lirras 

indiscriminately. , 

Mademoiselle de Goecklin’s lessons being now considered 

inadequate, I was handed over to a male professor, who, un- 
fortunately, was very little better. Monsieur Merninan 
showed pianos in Pleyel’s shop; he had adopted the pro- 
fession of pianist without having the smallest vocation or it 
nevertheless, by dint of hard work, he had succeeded, i 
remember right, in carrying off a first prize at the Conserva- 
toire. His playing was correct, polished, icy and more Uie 

arithmetic than art; when he sat down to the P'“°’ “ ^ 
like a ca,shier sitting down to his desk; h.s fingers added up 
die notes - the minims and crotchets and quavers - as if tliey 
tr^ figures; he pruiW the piece as if it were a suim hi 
mi„ht rartainlv have given me some mechanical trainuig. 
but he to^l no pleasure®!!, teaching. Music with him became 
the driest of ta^sks; his favourite composers were Crmner 
Stcibe It Dusseck - at any rate it was under their rod of i on 
L thought fit to place me. He considered Beethoven lib^m 
ous Twice a week he made his apppearence, punctual to tl 
,„i„me; the lessons consisted in the 

a few exercises (and even these were not really useful 



fincer work, but just dull routine), a few scales, a few arpeg- 
gios ; then I would drum out ‘the eight last bars’ of the piece 
I was learning, that is to say the last bars I had practised; 
after that, he made a pencil mark - a kind of large V - eight 
bars further on, to show the next piece of work that had to be 
got through, much as one marks the trees that have to come 
down when a wood is being thinned; then, getting up as the 
clock struck the hour : 

‘For next time, praetbe the eight following bars,’ he would 
say. 

Never the smallest explanation. Never the slightest appeal, 

I will not say to my musical taste or feeling (how could there 
be any question of such things?) but to my memory or judge- 
ment. At that age, when a child is all growth and pliability 
and receptiveness, what progress I might have made, if my 
mother had confided me in the beginning to Monsieur de la 
Nux, the incomparable master I had later on - too late, alas ! 
But no ! after two years’ mortal droning, I was only delivered 
from Merriman to fall into the hands of Schifmacker. 

It was not, I admit, as easy then as it is now, to find good 
music-masters; the Schola had not yet begun to turn them 
out, and the musical education of the whole of France was 
still far to seek; moreover the people in my mother’s set knew 
practically noting about music. My mother unquestionably 
made great efforts to educate herself as well as me; but her 
efforts were ill-directed. Schifmacker had been warmly re- 
commended to her by a lady friend. 

‘Would you believe it?’ she said to my mother; ‘he has 
actually made me take a liking to it - to music ! An extra- 
ordinary man ! Try him.’ 

The first day he came to the house he expounded his sys- 
tem. He was a stout fiery old man who puffed and panted, 
who was as red as a furnace, who whistled and stuttered and 
spluttered as he spoke like a locomotive letting off steam. 
He had white hair, cut en brosse, and white whiskers, and it 
all looked like a mass of driven snow melting on his face, 
which he was continually mopping. 
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‘What do most music-masters tell you ?’ said he. ‘You must 
do exercises ! Exercises here ! And exercises there ! But look 
at me ! Do you suppose I ever did exercises? Never in tlie 
world ! One learns by playing. Like speaking. Come, 
Madame, a sensible lady like you, what would you say if 
your son was to cte tongue exercises every morning, because, 
forsooth, he will have to use his tongue during the day : ra, 
ra, ra, ra, gla, gla, gla, gla' (Here my mother, positively out 
of her wits with terror at Schifmacker’s moist explosiveness, 
drew back her annchair, while he pulled his so much the 
nearer.) ‘However fast or slow your tongue wags, you can 
only say what you have to say, and at the piano you always 
have fingers enough to express what you feel. Ah ! if you feel 
nothing, you might have ten fingers on each hand and be 
none the better for it !’ Then he went off into a loud laugh, 
caught his breath, coughed, choked for a few moments, 
turned up the whites of his eyes, then mopped himself, then 
fanned himself with his handkerchief. My mother offered to 
fetch him a glass of water, but he made a sign that it was 
nothing, fluttered his little arms and short legs in a final 
spasm, explained he had wanted to laugh and cough at the 
same moment, gave a resounding 'H - h - m’ and turned to 

me : 

So, my boy, that’s an understood thing, eh? No more 
exercises. Look, Ma’am. Look how pleased the little rascal 
is ! He's thinking, “We shall have fun with old Schifmackcr. 
And he’s quite right too.’ 

My mother, completely overwhelmed and bewildered > 
all these tomfooleries, and amused by tliem too, no doubt 
was still more alanned; for she. who never .spared herself 
pains and brought unrelaxing diligence to all slie did, could 
not altogether approve of a method that did away with all 
compulsion and effort; she tried in vain, however, to get m a 
completed sentence through all this spattering of words and 

saliva. , ... . 

‘Yes, provided he . . .’ ‘But he doesn’t want . . . 

denily . . ‘On condition you . . .’ 
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And suddenly Schifmacker got up : 

‘Now I’ll play you something, so that you mayn’t think I 
can do nothing but talk.’ 

He opened the piano, struck a chord or two, and then 
dashed with a triumphant flourish into a little study of 
Stephen Heller’s which he played diabolically fast and with 
amazing brio. He had little short red hands with which he 
seemed positively to knead the piano almost without moving 
his fingers. His playing was like nothing I have ever heard 
before or since; he was totally lacking in what is called 
‘mechanism’, and I think he would have come to grief over 
a simple scale; it was never in fact the actual piece as it was 
written that he played, but an approximation, full of spirit, 
flavour, and strangeness. 

I was not particularly delighted at having my exercises cut 
off ; I was already fond of practising; if I changed masters, it 
was in order to get on and I wondered whether this devil of a 
fellow . . .? He had peculiar theories; as, for instance, that 
the finger on the note should never be motionless; his idea 
was that the finger should continue dealing with the note like 
the finger or bow of a violinist which is directly applied to 
the vibrating string itself; in this way he fancied himself able 
to increase or lessen the sound, and mould it as he pleased, 
according as he weighed with his finger on the key, or light- 
ened his pressure on it. This is what gave his playing the 
strange, swaying motion which made him really look as if he 
were kneading the melody. 

His lessons came to an abrupt end with a frightful scene. 
This is what happened. Schifmacker, as I have said, was cor- 
pulent. My mother, fearing that tlie delicate constitution of 
the little drawing-room chairs would be incapable of sup- 
porting such a weight, had fetched in out of the hall a stout 
and hideous seat covered with American cloth and strangely 
at odds with the drawing-room furniture. She put this seat by 
the piano and moved the others some distance away, ‘so that 
he should understand where he was to sit,* said she. At the 
first lesson, all went well ; the chair bore up under the oppres- 
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sion and agitation of his ponderous bulk. But the next time 
something appalling happened - the American cloth, which 
had no doubt been softened during the previous lesson, began 
to stick to the seat of his trousers. We didn’t notice it, alas! 
till the end of the hour, when he tried to get up ! In vain ! 
He stuck to the chair and the chair stuck to him. His trousers 
were thin (it was in summer) and if the stuff had been ever 
so little worn, it would have given way to a certainty; there 
were a few moments of agonizing suspense . . . But no I One 
last effort and it was the American cloth that yielded, very, 
very gently, and not without relinquishing something of its 
own, as if in a spirit of conciliation. 1 was holding the chair 
down, not as yet daring to laugh, so great was my consterna- 
tion, while he kept exclaiming as he pulled : 

'Good God! Good God! What’s this hellish invention?’ 
while all the time he was trying to look over his shoulder 
backwards at the unsticking process, so that his face grew 
redder tlian ever. 

Fortunately, however, it was managed without any serious 
damage being done except to the American cloth, which was 
left limp and draggled, with an effigy of Monsieur Schif- 
macker’s voluminous behind imprinted on it. 

The curious thing is that it was not till the following Ies.son 
that his wrath broke out. I don’t know what upset him that 
day, but when 1 went with him into the hall to see liim out, 
he suddenly burst into the most violent invective, declared 
that he saw quite clearly what I was up to, that I was a sly, 
deceitful little wretch, and that he would never again set foot 
inside a house where he was treated with such ignominy. 

And as a matter of fact, he never came back; we learnt 
from the papers a little later tliat he had been drowned in a 
boating party. 

I rarely went into the drawing-room except for the sake 
of the piano. The room was usually kept half shut up; and 
the furniture carefully protected by loose covers of white 
dimity, finely striped with bright red. 1 hese covers so exactly 
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fitted the chairs and sofas, that it was a pleasure putting them 
on again every Thursday morning after Wednesday’s cere- 
monial - for Wednesday was my mother’s ‘at home’ day; tlie 
covers were cunningly shaped and adjusted, and there were 
little hooks which kept them in place and well stretched over 
the chair-backs. I am not sure that I did not like the drawing- 
room better when it was dressed in its dimity uniform, look- 
ing so decent and modest and, in summer, so deliciously cool 
behind the closed shutters, than when it shone forth in all its 
dreary, inharmonious glory. There were various tapestry 
chairs, and imitation Louis XVI armchairs, upholstered in 
blue and gold damask, of the same stuff as the curtains ; these 
armchairs were arranged along the walls, or else in two rows 
starting from the middle of the room and ending up on either 
side of the fireplace with two still larger chairs, whose gran- 
deur was absolutely dazzling ; I knew they were covered in 
‘Genoese velvet’, but on what complicated loom, I wondered, 
could such a stuff have been woven - a snuff-coloured stuff 
in a combination of velvet, guipure, and embroidery; the 
woodwork of these chairs was in black and gilt; I was not 
allowed to sit on them. On the chimney-piece was a bronze- 
gilr set of candelabra and clock, the latter with a subject- 
piece representing Pradier’s Sappho - all propriety. What 
shall be said of the chandelier and the sconces ? I took a great 
step towards emancipation on the day I first ventured to say 
to myself that it was not necessary for all chandeliers in all 
respectable drawing-rooms to have cut-glass pendants like 
ours. 

In front of the fireplace was a screen in silk cross-stitch; 
it represented a kind of Chinese bridge (I still have a vivid 
recollection of the blues in it) in a bower of wild roses ; the 
bamboo framework was adorned on either side with danglers 
from which swung silk tassels of the same blue as the cross- 
stitch ; they hung in pairs from the heads and tails of mother- 
of-pearl fishes, to which they were fastened by gold threads. 
I was told afterwards that my mother had worked it secretly 
in the early days of her married life; entering the study on 
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his birthday one morning, my father had been met by the 
startling sight. Gentle as he was and adoring my mother, he 
had almost lost his temper : 

‘No, Juliette,’ he had cried; ‘no, I beg of you. This is my 
study. Let me arrange this room at any rate in my own way.’ 

Then, recovering his good-humour, he had persuaded my 
mother that though he liked the screen very much, he pre- 
ferred seeing it in the drawing-room. 

After my father’s death, we used to dine every Sunday 
with aunt Claire and Albert ; they came to us and we went to 
them turn and turn about ; it was not necessary to take the 
chair-covers off for them. After the meal, while Albert and I 
sat down to the piano, my aunt and mother drew up their 
chairs to the big table which was lighted by an oil-lamp; the 
lampshade was one of those complicated affairs which were 
then the fashion; I don’t think they exist nowadays; once a 
year, at a fixed date, mamma and I used to go and choose a 
new one at tlie stationer’s shop in the Rue de Toumon, 
where there was a great choice to be had ; the cardboard they 
were made of was cunningly embossed and perforated, so 
that the rays of light came filtered through variously coloured 
layers of very thin paper. It was absolutely ravishing ! 

The drawing-room table was covered with a duck velvet 
table-cloth, which had a very wide border of silk and woo 
cross-stitch - the product, I believe, of iny and 

Anna’s patient labours at the time they had hved in the Rue 
de Crosne. The cloth hung straight down over the edge o 
the table so that it could only he properly adnured from a 
distance. Tlie border, which represented a twist of peomc 
and ribbons, or, at any rate, something yellow “"J “ ’ 

voluted which might pass for such, e 

adant itself to the velvet; diat is to say, along its upper edg 
dte wa a regular indentation of points of imitation velve 
which were meant to look as if they were prolongations o 
the velvet and to act as connecting links between the to tier 

and it. Unfortunately the velvet had made no J 

to harmonize witli the border, preferring to match U 
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Genoese velvet chairs and adopt their snuff-colour, while the 
connecting links remained pea-green. 

So while my aunt and mother played their game of cards, 
Albert and I plunged with frenzy into the trios, quintets, and 
symphonies of Mozart, Beethoven, and Schumann, reading 
at sight any arrangement for four hands we could get hold 
of, either in French or German editions. 

I was now about as good as he at the piano - which was 
not saying much, but it enabled us to share with tlic same 
pleasure in what I now recall as some of the liveliest and 
most profound musical pleasures I have ever known. 

All the time we were playing, the ladies went on chatting ; 
their voices rose under cover of our fortissimos; but I grieve 
to say were not much lowered for our pianissimos, and we 
were greatly distressed by this lack of proper feeling. Only 
^vice did it happen that we were able to play in silence, and 
tlien it was rapture. Mamma had gone away for a few days 
and Albert had been charming enough to come two nights 
running to keep me company at dinner. If I have made it 
clear what my cousin was to me, it will be understood how 
great a treat it was to have him all to myself and to feel he 
had come for me alone. We sat up very late playing, and so 
beautifully that the angels themselves must have heard us. 

It was to La Roque mamma had gone; an epidemic of 
typhoid fever had broken out on one of our farms, and 
mamma no sooner heard of it than she went off to look after 
the patients, as she considered it her duty to do, seeing that 
they were her tenants. Aunt Claire tried in vain to prevent 
her by saying that her first duty was to her son and not to 
her tenants; that she was running a great risk in order to 
be of very little service; and my aunt might have added too 
that they were comparatively new to the farm, and pig- 
headed, grasping folk, who were utterly incapable of appre- 
ciating a disinterested action like my mother’s. Albert and 
1 joined our en^wties to hers, for we were very much 

entreaues, reproaches, however, were of no avail; what 
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mamma recognized to be her duty, that she did in the teeth 
of wind and weather. If this was not always very obvious, it 
was because she had encumbered her life with so many ad- 
ventitious cares, that her idea of duty was often splintered up 
into quantities of trifling obligations. 

As I have constantly to speak of my mother, I had hoped 
that my recollections of her as we went along would give a 
sufficiently good picture of her; but I am afraid I have not 
succeeded in showing how full of ‘good will’ she was (I use 
tliis expression in tlie Scriptural sense). She was alwa>'s striv- 
ing after what was good - after what was better, and was 
never content to rest in a state of self-satisfaction. It was not 
enough for her to be modest; she was continually tr>'ing to 
duninish her imperfections, or the imperfections she dis- 
covered in others, to correct herself or others, to improve. 
During my father’s life-time, all tliis had been subordinated 
to, had been swallowed up in a great love. Her love for me, 
no doubt, was scarcely less, but she now exacted from me all 
tlie submission she had fonnerly shown my father, with the 
result that conflicts arose which helped to convince me that 
my only likeness W'as to my father; the deepest seated an- 
cestral resemblances do not show tliemselves till late in life. 

In the meantime, iny mother, who was very anxious to 
cultivate herself and me, and full of respect for music, paint- 
ing, and generally speaking, for ever> lhing tiiat was beyond 
her, did what she could to enlighten my taste and judgement 
and her own at the same time. If we went to see an e.\Jiibi- 
tion of pictures - and we never missed one whicli the Temps 
was kind enough to recommend - we always took with us the 
number of the paper that had reviewed it, and read the ap- 
preciation of the critic when we were on the spot, for fear of 
admiring the wrong tiling or of not admiring at all. As for 
concerts, the narrowness, timidity, and monotony displayed 
in the programmes of the day left little scope for error, there 
was nothing to do but to listen, to approve, and to applaud. 

Mamma took me to the Pasdeloup concerts nearly every 
Sunday. A little later we had a season ticket for tlie Con- 
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servatoire concerts, and for two years running we attended 
tliem every other Sunday. Some of these concerts made a 
profound impression on me, and even the music I was not 
old enough to understand (it was in ’79 that mamma began 
taking me to them) helped no less to fashion my sensibility. 
I admired almost everything indiscriminately, as is right at 
that age, almost without preference, from an ui^ent need to 
admire : the Symphony in C Minor and the Scottish Sym- 
phony, Mo/zart's concertos, the whole series of which Ritter (or 
Risler) played on consecutive Sundays, and Fclicien David’s 
Desert, which I heard several times, for Pasdeloup and the 
public had a particular liking for this agreeable work, though 
nowadays it would no doubt be considered old-fashioned 
and slight; I was charmed with it at the time, just as I was 
charmed with an oriental landscape of Tournemine’s I had 
seen when I first went to the Luxembourg with Marie, and 
which I thought the finest picture in the world; there was a 
background of crimson and orange sunset sky, reflected in 
still waters, a herd of elephants or camels stretching out their 
trunki^r long necks to drink, and in the distance the 
minafte of a mosque pointing their long fingers up to the 
sky. 

But lively as are my recollections of these first ‘musical 
moments’, there are others beside which they seem pale. In 
1883 Rubinstein gave a series of concerts in the £rard con- 
cert room ; the progranmies were designed to illustrate piano- 
music from the earliest days down to the present time. I did 
not attend all these concerts, for the seats, mamma said, were 
unconscionably dear - but only three of them; and yet the 
memory they have left me is so luminous, so distinct, that I 
sometimes doubt whether it is really a memory of Rubinstein 
himself I have kept, or only of the pieces he played - pieces I 
have so often played and practised myself since then. But no- 
It IS his very self I can still hear; and I have never been able 
to hsten to some of the things he played without remember- 
ing his playing of them; some of Couperin, for instance, 
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Beethoven’s sonata in C sharp (op. 53) the rondo of the sonata 
in E (op. 90) and Schumann’s Vogel als Prophet. 

His prestige was enormous. In person, he was like Beethoven 
and was sometimes said to be his son (I have not looked up 
the dates to see whether this is possible); he had a flat face 
with high cheek-bones, a wide forehead, half swamped in a 
thick mane of hair, shaggy eyebrows, eyes that were some- 
times vague and sometimes imperious, an obstinate jaw, and 
something ill-tempered in the expression of his fleshy mouth. 
He did not charm - he subdued. Something wild in his eyes 
made him look drunk, and rumour had it that he often was. 
He played with his eyes shut as though unconscious of tlie 
public. He seemed to be not so much presenting a piece to 
them as to be searching for it, discovering or composing it 
as he went along - not like an improvization, but as it were 
in a glowing inward vision, a progressive revelation, winch 
filled even himself with astonishment and rapture. 

The tliree concerts I went to were devoted, the first to old 
music, the other two to Beethoven and Scliumann. There was 
another I very much wished to hear, at which he played 
nothing but Chopin, but my mother considered Chopin’s 

music ‘morbid’ and refused to take me. 

The following year, I went less often to concerts and more 
often to the play - the Odeon and the Theatre Fran^ais; and 
especially to the Opera-Comique, where I heard ahnost the 
whole of the old-fashioned repertory of those days - Grelry, 
Boleidieu, Herold; their melodious grace, which delighted 
me then, would ceruinly seem mortally dull to me to-day. 
No, I have nothing to say against any of these composers, it 
is inusical drama - the theatre in general that I dislike. Per- 
haps because I saw too much of it in my youth. If by some 
accident I still venture into a theatre, unless I have a friend 
at my side to keep me there, I have the greatest difficulty m 
sitting out the first act, so as to disappear more or less 
decently at the end of it. It took the Vieux Colombier a short 
while ago and all Copeau’s art and zeal to reconcile me somc- 
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what to the pleasures of the stage. But enough of comments ! 
I return to my memories. 

For the last two years, a boy of my own age had come to 
spend the holidays with us; mamma, who took great trouble 
to find me this playmate, thought the plan a good one in two 
ways - it gave the benefit of a change of air to a boy in poor 
circumstances, who would otherwise not have been able to 
leave Paris all the summer, and it snatched me from the too 
contemplative pleasures of the rod. Armand Bavretel’s func- 
tion was to go out walking with me. A pastor’s son, of course. 
The first year he came with Edmond Richard, and the second 
with the eldest Richard, with whom I was already boarding. 
He was rather a fragile-looking boy, with delicate, almost 
pretty features; his very bright eyes and shy looks reminded 
me of a squirrel; he was mischievous and full of fun as soon 
as he was at ease, but the first evening in the big drawing- 
room at La Roque, he must have felt himself lost, in spite 
of Anna’s and my mother’s affectionate welcome, for tl^e poor 
little fellow burst into tears. I too had received him as affec- 
tionately as I could, and I was more than astonished, I was 
abnost shocked by his tears; I thought he did not properly 
appreciate my mother’s kindness; I was within an ace of 
thinking him disrespectful to her. I was too young to under- 
stand how offensive the appearance of wealth may be in the 
eyes of poverty; not that the La Roque drawing-room had 
anything very luxurious about it, but one felt sheltered in it 
and free from all the pack of hounding cares that bark at 
poverty’s heels. It was the first time too that Annand had left 
home, and I think his was a nature easily hurt by contact 
with the unfamiliar. The unhappy impression of the first 
evening, however, did not last long; he soon let himself be 
petted by my mother and by Anna, who had every reason to 
be even more sympathetic. As for me, I was deUghted to 
have a playfellow and I lay my rod. 

What most amused us was to strike across the woods in 
me manner of Gustave Aimard’s Arkansas Trappers scorn- 
ing paths, never sUcking at thickets or bogs, and enchanted 
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on the contrary when tlie copsewood was so thick that we 
were compelled to crawl on our hands and knees, or even 
go flat on our faces, for we would have thought shame to turn 
aside for any obstacle. 

We spent Sunday afternoons at Blancmesnil; and tlien 
there were epic games of hide and seek, with all tlieir multi- 
tude of peripetiae, for we played in the big farm, amongst its 
bams and stables and sheds and any other buildings we could 
find. And after we had exliausted the mysteries of Blanc- 
mesni! we went in search of fresh ones at La Roque; Lionel 
and his sister Blandine came to play with us tlicre; we went 
up to Cour Vesque {tlie fann my parents used to call Cour 
L’Eveque) where our games were carried on with redoubled 
vigour amidst the unexpectedness of these new surroundings. 
Blandine u.sed to pair off witli Annand while I stayed with 
Lionel, one pair seeking and tlie other hiding; we crouched 
under faggots and litters of straw and bundles of hay; we 
climbed on to the roofs, crawled into all the openings and all 
the trap-doors we could find, and into the dangerous hole 
above the cider-press, through which the apples are tumbled 
what acrobatic feats we were put to when pursued 1 ... But 
tlirilling as was the chase, perhaps our greatest pleasure came 
from our contact w.th tl.e fruits of tl.e eartf. - d.v.ng tnto U 
thick of the harvest, batf.ing in all the var.ed odours o t e 
fann O perfume of dried clover, pungent smells of p.g Y 
and stable and cowshed ! Heady fumes of the c.dcr-press, and 
from further back where the great casks stood, those ' 

of cy a in which a little spice of mouldiness m.ngled w.^ 
iTckly stnell of the barrels. Yes, I “ferwards came o kn w 
the intoxicating vapours of the vintage, but like the Shul. 

m te X beLcd to be comforted with apples, t is that fruit s 
mite « hh . efcrcnce to tlie hluntcd sweet- 

exquisite ether I bre tt^ ^ 

■r ° P f i»™ we l;\d mk^'^li cur colt'and 
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our arms in shoulder high and feel the small cool grains slip 
through our open fingers. 

It was settled among us one day that we were each singly 
and secretly to set up a sort of private residence of our own, 
to which we should invite the others who would come bring- 
ing refreshments with them. The lot fell to me to begin. I 
selected a huge limestone rock to be my place of reception ; it 
was white, smooth, and extremely handsome, but surrounded 
by a sea of nettles, which I could only cross by taking a pro- 
digious leap with the help of a pole and an immense run. I 
christened my magnificent dwelling the ‘Why not?’ Then, 
seated on my rock as on a throne, I awaited my guests. They 
arrived at last, but when they saw the rampart of nettles that 
divided us, they set up a loud clamour. I passed them the 
pole I had used, so that they could take the leap in the same 
way; but they had no sooner got hold of it than they ran off 
in fits of laughter, taking with them both pole and refresh- 
ments, and abandoning me to my fate in this fiendish retreat, 
from which I had the greatest difficulty in extricating myselh 

Annand Bavretel spent only two summers with us. In the 
summer of ’84, my cousins did not visit us either, or for a very 
short time, so that as I was alone at La Roque I spent a great 
deal more time with Lionel. Not content with meeting openly 
on Sundays, the day on which it was arranged for me to take 
tea at Blancmesnil, we made regular lovers’ trysts, to which 
we hastened with beating hearts and agitated thoughts. We 
agreed to have a post office in A hiding-place of our own* in 
order to settle the times and places of our meetings we ex- 
change odd, mysterious letters in cypher, which could only 
be read with the help of a key or a grille. The letter was put 
m a closed box hidden in the moss at the foot of an old apple- 
tree, in a meadow on the skirts of the wood and equidistant 
irom our two houses. No doubt there was a good deal of 
absurdity, although no hypocrisy, in the exaggerated expres- 

hin "f 've had sworn eternal friend- 

smp I think we would have gone through fire and water to 

get to each other. Lionel persuaded me that such a solemn 
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pact necessitated a pledge; he broke a cluster of clematis in 
two, gave me one half and kept the other half himself, swear- 
ing to wear it as a talisman. I put my half in a little em- 
broidered sachet which I hung round ray neck like a scapu- 
lary and wore next my heart until ray first Communion. 

Passionate as our friendship was, there was not the slightest 
tinge of sensuality in it. Lionel in the first place was power- 
fully ugly; and no doubt I already felt that fundamental 
incapacity for mixing the spirit with the senses, which is, I 
believe, somewhat peculiar to me, and which was soon to be- 
come one of the cardinal repulsions of my life. On his side, 
Lionel, worthy grandson of Ch — , affected the bearing of 
Corneille’s heroes. One day w-hen I was going away, I went 
up to give him a fraternal embrace, but he waved me aside. 

‘No,’ he said solemnly; ‘men never kiss.’ 

He had a friendly wish to introduce me more intimately 
into his family life. As I have said, he was an orphan; Blanc- 
mesnil at that time belonged to his uncle, who was also 
Ch — ’s son-in-law. the two brothers de R — having mar- 
ried two sisters. Monsieur de R — was a member of the 
Chamber of Deputies, and would have remained one to the 
end of his life, if at the beginning of tiie Dreyfus case, he had 
not had the exceptional courage to vole against Ins party - 
that is to say the Right. He was an excellent and honourable 
man, but a little wanting in backbone, in solidity, or in some- 
thing or other which would have enabled him to take the 
head of the table with more real authority than that bestowed 
merely by age; for the younger members of the numerous 
family that sat round it were not always very orderly. But the 
worthy man had as much as he could do already to keep his 
head up beside his wife, whose superiority completely over- 
shadowed him. Madame de R— , however, was ver>' calm, 
very gentle and sufficiently amiable; there was nothing 
domineering in her voice or manners; without perhaps say- 
ing anything ver>' original or very deep, she never spoke for 
the mere sake of speaking and what she said was always to 
the point (my childish i-ecoilcctions are borne out by other 
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later ones), so that the ascendency she exercised over every- 
one as by a natural right of sovereignty was a very real one. I 
do not think her features recalled Monsieur Ch — ’s, but 
she had been his secretary and confidante, and certainly her 
prestige was enhanced by the memories of the weighty past 
attaching to it. 

The whole family, as well as Monsieur de R — , wore 

more or less interested in politics. When I saw Lionel in his 

room, he made me take off my hat to a photograph of the 

Duke of Orleans (I had not the slightest idea at the time who 

he was). His elder brother, who was canvassing a constituency 

m the South, had been defeated at the polls again and again. 

The postman used to bring in the mail-bag from Lisieux 

every day while the family were still at table ; ever>'one, old 

and young, immediately fastened on a paper and for a long 

time, I, their guest, was unable to see a single face all round 
the table. 

On Sunday mornings, Madame de R — read prayers in 
the drawing-room, which parents, children, and servants at- 
tended. By Lionel’s orders, I sat next him; and during 
prayers, when we were on our knees, he took my hand and 

held It tightly in his, as though lie were offering our friend- 
ship to God. 

Lionel, however, did not always breathe sublimity. Next 
he room where prayers were read (the drawing-room, as I 
have said) was the library - a spacious square room lined with 
oofo, where the great French Encylopaedia stood beside the 
works of Corneille, within easy reach of a boy’s hand and a 

3S soon as Lionel knew the room was disen- 
gaged, he would rummage feverishly among its pages. One ar- 
ahl^ ? another ; everything was written in a lively, agree- 
e, and vigorous style; these eighteenth-century writers, 
pertinent esprits forts, had their own inimitable and enter- 
VJJJS way of combining instruction with amusement. 

witli V Vl ^ngh the room, Lionel used to nudge me 
^ ® were always people about on Sundays) 

snow me the naughty volumes with a wink, but I never 
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had the good fortune to handle them. For that matter, my 
mind was slower than Lionel’s, or else otherwise occupied, 
and I was much less curious than he about such tilings - need- 
less to say what things I am alluding to; and when he after- 
wards related his explorations of the dictionary and told me 
of liis discoveries, I listened, but more bewildered than ex- 
cited ; I listened, but I did not question. I never understood 
anything unless all the i’s were dotted, and even a year later, 
when Lionel told me with the superior and knowing air he 
sometimes put on, that he had found a book in his brother’s 
room with the suggestive title of Memoirs of a Sporting Dog, 
I thought it was about shooting. The novelty of the Encyclo- 
paedia, however, eventually wore off and tlie time came when 
Lionel had nothing more to learn from it. By the most singu- 
lar reversal we then, but this time logetlier, took to really 
serious reading; we read Bossuet, we re<id Fenelon, we read 
Pascal. By dint of saying ‘next year’, I have now reached the 
sixteentli of my age. I was being prepared for Confirmation, 
and the correspondence I had begun with my cousin was also 
having its effect on me. After the summer of that year, Lionel 
and I continued to meet in Paris and ubcd to visit each otlier 
alternately. Whatever profit we may have got out of Uiem 
eventually, our conversations at this time were inconceivably 
pretentious; we were presumptuous enough to stu4y 
aforesaid great writers; we outdid each other in conmien- 
taries on philosophical passages, taking for choice the 
thorniest and most abstruse, and portioning out for discus- 
sion such treatises as Of Concupiscence, Of the Knowledge of 
God and of Oneself, etc. So enamoured were wc of grandi- 
loquence that every step that did not take us out of our depths 
we despised as humdrum; the learned glosses and para- 
phrases we elaborated would make me blush if I read them 
again to-day, but they nevertheless helped to strengthen the 
intellect and were cliicfly ridiculous because of the self-satis- 
faction wc found in them. 

I must finish up with Lionel, for all our fine friendship 
came to notliing and there w-ill be no occasion to return to 
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it. We still went on meeting for several years, but with less 
and less pleasure. He disliked my tastes, my opinions, and 
my writings; he began by trying to improve me and finally 
ceased seeing me. He was one of those people, I think, who 
are only capable of friendships with inferiors - friendships 
they can accompany with condescension and patronage. 
Even at the height of our passion, he made me feel that ray 
birth was not equal to his. The correspondence of the Comte 
de Montalembert with his friend Cornudet had just come 
out; the book {the new edition of 1884) lay on the drawing- 
room tables at La Roque and Blancmesnil; Lionel and I fol- 
lowed the fashion and were entliusiastic over these letters, in 
which Montalembert figures as a great man; we thought his 
friendship with Cornudet touching; in Lionel’s fancy, it was 
like ours; needless to say I was Cornudet. 

This, no doubt, was also the reason why he could not en- 
dure to be told anything; he always knew everything before 
you did, and sometimes he repeated your opinion to you as if 
it were his own, having forgotten meanwhile that it was from 
you he had taken it; or else, in a patronizing way he would 
give you a piece of information which you had already given 
hi^. In general, he served up things he had poached in other 
people’s preserves as though they came from his own. I was 
highly amused to recognize in some review or other the 
phrase - an absurd one - dropped loftily as a fruit of his 
own reflections, at the time we were discovering Musset : ‘A 
hairdresser’s assistant with a musical box in his heart.’ (I 
should not have mentioned this weakness perhaps, if I had 
not read in Sainte-Beuve s Cahiers that Ch — was also sub- 
ject to it.) 

And Armand ? 

For some time, I continued at long intervals going to see 
him in Paris. He lived in the Rue de I’A — , near the cen- 
tral markets, with his family - his mother, a good, gentle, 
reserved woman, and his two sisters ; one of them was a good 
deal older than the other and used deliberately to efface her- 
self (a common enough case), out of a kind and unselfish cqn- 
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sideration for her younger sister, undertaking, as far as I 
could see. all the hardest and most disagreeable jobs of the 
household, in order to spare her. This second sister was about 
the same age as Annand, and a charming girl; she seemed to 
be consciously filling the role of grace and poetry in this 
sombre household ; it was obvious the wliole family adored 
her, and particularly Armand, though he show-ed his affection 

in a very peculiar way, as I shall explain. 

Armand had also an elder brother who had taken a medi- 
cal degree and was beginning to set up in practice; I do not 
remember ever having seen him. As for Pastor Bavretel, tiie 
father, he was no doubt completely taken up by good works, 
and I had never met him, when suddenly one afternoon on 
which Madame Bavretel had invited a few of Armand’s 
friends to tea, lie made a sensational entry into the dining- 
room. wfiere we were cutting up a Twelfth Night cake. Great 
God how ugly he was! He was a short, square-shouldered 
man, with arms and hands like a gorilla’s; the dignity of his 
parsmiical black coat only accentuated his ungainly appear- 
ance. And oh, his face ! His greasy greyish hair hung in lank 
locks over his shiny collar; eyes like boiled gooseberries ro^d 
under his thick eyelids; his nose was a shapeless and cu^b&- 
some protuberance, and his pendulous, swollen, lower lip jV&s 
flabby, purplish, and slobbering. We were all struck dumb a 
the sight of him. He stayed only a moment, pronounced ari 
insignificant word or two, such as : ‘Bless you, my d^ldren ■ 
or ‘God be with you !’ and went out with Madame Bavrctc 

to w'hom he wished to speak. 

Next year exactly the same thing happened. He made le 
same apparition in exactly tlie same circumstances, sai i 
«=ame or an exactly equivalent sentence, and was going out 
again in the s^ime way, folfowed by his wife, when she sud- 
denly had the unfortunate idea of calling me up to be int 
duccd. The pastor, who so far only knew me by njune, drej 
me towards him and - Ijorror of horrors ! - before was 

to escape, embraced me. . --n 

I only saw him on those two occasions, hut the impression 
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he made on me was so great that he never ceased to haunt 
my imagination; I even began to give him a place in a book 
I was planning to write (there is no saying I may not still 
write it) into which I intended infusing some of the murky 
atmosphere I had breathed at the Bavretels’. Poverty here 
was not merely privative, as rich people are too apt to think; 
one felt it to be something actual, aggressive, attentive; it 
exercised its frightful sway over hearts and minds, crept into 
every corner, touched whatever was most secret and sensitive, 
threw out of gear all the delicate springs of life. I was not at 
tliat time experienced enough to understand many things 
that have since become clear to me; many anomalies in the 
Bavretel family I no doubt thought strange only because I 
was unable to discern their origin and failed to attribute them 
to the constant and ever-present pinch of poverty, which 
they took such pains to hide. I was not exactly a spoilt child; 
I have already said how careful my mother was not to give 
me more indulgences tlian other less happily circumstanced 
children; but she never proposed I should make any change 
in my habits or break the magic circle of my good fortune. I 


was well off without knowing it, just as I was French and 
Protestant without knowing it; outside this magic circle 
everything seemed foreign to me. And just as the house we 
lived in had to have a porte-cochere - or, rather, just as we 
owed it to ounelves to have a porte-cochere, as aunt Claire 
said, so we owed it to ourselves always to travel first-class, 
for instance, and at the theatre I could not imagine self-re- 
specting people sitting anywhere but in the dress-circle. What 
a variety of shocks such an education had in store for me it 
would be premature to say here. I am still at the period when 
I took Armand one day to a matinee at the Opera-Gomique; 
my mother had booked two seats for us in the upper circle - 
we were going for the first time by ourselves and she had 
thought these places good enough for two schoolboys of our 
age - but when I got there, I was completely upset by finding 
myself so much higher up than usual, and surrounded too by 
people who appeared to belong to the lower orders; so rush- 



ing down to the box-office, I emptied the whole of my 
pockets to pay the extra price which would enable me to get 
back to my proper level. I must say too that, having Annand 
for my guest for once in a way, it was painful to me not to 
offer him the best. 

So on Twelfth Night, Madame Bavretel used to invite 
Armand’s friends to come and ‘draw kings’. I attended this 
little parly several limes; not every year though, for at that 
season we were usually at Rouen or in the South ; but I must 
have gone there again a little after 189E, for I remember the 
excellent Madame Bavretel’s introducing me as a celebrated 
author to the other young men present, all of them more or 
less celebrated too. Evidently a secret concern for the young 
sister’s problematical future was not entirely absent from 
these gatherings. Madame BavTetel thought that there might 
be a possible husband for her among these celebrities; but 
this preoccupation of hers, which she would have liked to 
conceal, and even to disown, was brutally laid bare by 
Annand’s cynical and embarrassing allusions; it was he who 
cut the cake and as he knew where the bean was, he managed 
so that it should fall to his sister or to the possible suitor, who, 
as there were no other girls present, was obliged of course, to 
choose her as ‘queen’. And then what jokes ! Annand was 
certainly already suffering from the strange malady which 
led him some years later to commit .suicide. The cruel per- 
sistence of his teasing seems otherwise inexplicable: nothing 
would satisfy him till his sister was in tears, and if words were 
not enough, I have seen him go up to her and actually pinch 
her. Did he really dcte.st her then? No. on the contrary, 1 
think he adored her and felt all her sufferings acutely, even 
the mortifications he himself inflicted, for he was tender- 
hearted by nature and far from cruel; but some obscure 
demon in him took a wicked pleasure in spoiling Ins love. 
With us, Annand was lively and sparkling, but that .same 
caustic temper which he was always turning against hunsclt 
and his people and ever>-thing he cared for, made him con- 
tinually harp upon tlieir poverty; he made his mother miser- 
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able and all the guests uncomfortable by drawing attention 
to everything she would have liked to conceal - stains, rents, 
or things that didn’t match. Then Madame Bavretel would 
get flurried, half admit her deficiencies, try to make the best 
of a bad job, and finally ruin everything by apologizing : ‘Of 
course, in Monsieur Gide's home a Twelfth Night cake would 
never be served on a chipped plate.’ And then Armand would 
emphasize the awkwardness of this by bursting into an in- 
solent laugh or by calling out : ‘There now. I’ve put my foot 
into it again !’ or ‘Knocked out by that, old chap, aren’t you ?’ 
exclamations which escaped him nervously and for which he 
seemed barely responsible. And in the midst of all this - 
Armand gibing, his mother protesting, his sister crying, the 
guests not knowing which way to look, imagine to crown it 
all - the solemn entry of the pastor ! 

I have explained how sensitive my education had made me 
to the exotic atmosphere of poverty, but here there was an 
added element of strangeness, at once so stilted, so forced, so 
courteous, and so grotesque that it affected my head, and 
after a little I completely lost all sense of reality; everything 
about me began to float in a haze, to lose consistency, to 
approach the borderline of the fantastic, and not only the 
place, the people, the talk, but I myself, and the sound of my 
own voice, which seemed to come from a long way off and 
was strangely unfamiliar. Sometimes I thought Armand him- 
self was not unaware of all this queerness, and was even try- 
ing to add to it - the acid note he contributed to the concert 
was so exactly attuned, so exactly, as it were, the right thing, 
^d, more than this, I even went so far as to tlunk that 
Madame Bavretel herself became slightly elevated by this 
distracting harmony, when she introduced the author of the 
Cahiers d’AndrS Walter, ‘that very remarkable book, you 
have of course read,’ to Monsieur Dehelly, ‘first prize for elo- 
cution at the Conservatoire, whose praises are being sung in 
all the papers,’ and every one of the other guests in the same 
ashion, so that very soon Dehelly and I and the rest of us 
were all talking and gesticulating like fantastic puppets, 


under the compulsion of an atmosphere we had ourselves 
created. When one left the house, it was amazing to find one- 
self in the street again. 

I saw Armand once more ... It was his eldest sister who 
received me that day. She was alone in the apartment and 
told me I should find Armand in his room two stories higher 
up, for he had sent word to say he was not coming down. I 
knew where his room was, though I had never been into it. 
It gave directly on to tiie staircase opposite his brother’s con- 
sulting-room. it was a fair-sized room, but very dark, as it 
looked on to a little courtyiird ; a dismal leaden light was cast 
into it by a hideous reflector of corrugated zinc. Annand was 
lying in his clothes on the bed, which had not been made; 
he had not changed his nightshirt, nor shaved, nor put on a 
tie. He got up when I came in and pressed me in his arms, 
which was unlike him. I cannot remember the beginning of 
our conversation. No doubt I was more taken up with the 
appearance of the room than with what he was saying. 1 here 
was not the smallest object anywhere on which the eye could 
rest with any pleasure; its poverty, ugliness, and darkness 
were so stifling that I asked him whether he would not come 


out with me. 

‘I never go out now,’ he said briefly. .1 

‘Why not?’ 

‘I can’t go out like this.’ 

I insisted, telling him he could easily put on a collar and 

that his not being shaved didn’t matter. 

‘I’m not washed either,’ he objected. Then, with a painlui 
kind of snigger, he told me that he had given up washing, 
and that was why the room smelt so; that he never Icli i 
except for meals and that he had not been out of doors lor 


three weeks. 

‘What do you do?’ 

‘Nothing.’ . r u Lo 

As he saw I was tr> ing to read the titles of the few books 

lying on the corner of a table near his bed : 

‘You want to know what I’m reading?’ he said. 
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And he handed me Voltaire’s Pucelle, which I had long 
known was one of his bedside books, Pigault-Lebmn’s Cita- 
teuT and Paul de Kock’s Cocu. Then, becoming confidential, 
he explained in a queer sort of way that he shut himself up 
because he was only capable of doing harm, that he knew he 
was objectionable and that other people disliked and loathed 
him; that besides, he was not nearly so clever as he seemed 
and that even the little cleverness he had he didn’t know how 
to make use of. 

I think now that I ought not to have abandoned him in this 
state; that at any rate I ought to have talked to him more; 
it is certain that Armand’s appearance and conversation did 
not make as much impresson on me then as they would have 
done later. There is one thing more I must add ; I seem to 
remember his suddenly asking me what 1 thought of suicide, 
and that I looked him in the face and answered that I 
thought in certain cases suicide might be a praiseworthy 
action - a cynicism of which in those days I was perfectly 
capable - but after all, I am not quite sure whether the whole 
thing may not be imaginary, a result of turning our last con- 
versation over in my head with an idea of putting it into a 
book, together with a portrait of the pastor. 

.. It came back to my mind more particularly when some 
ytan later - having in the interval lost sight of him - I re- 
ceived the news of Annand’s death. I was travelling and un- 
a e to go to his funeral. When I saw his unfortunate mother 
a ittle later, I did not dare question her. I only learnt in- 

ectly that Armand had thrown himself into the Seine. 


7 

On the threshold of this year (1884), I had an extraordinary 
venture. On the morning of New Year’s Day, I had been 
? Anna, who lived, as I have said, in the Rue de Vau- 
ojTard, a happy New Year. I was coming back in high spirits, 
P eased with myself, with Heaven, and with all mankind, in- 
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terested by everything, amused by anything, and blessed with 
all the unbounded wealth of the future. That day, why I 
cannot tell, instead of going along the Rue Placide, as I 
usually did, I went down a little street on the left parallel to 
it just for fun, for the mere pleasure of changing. It was near 
noon; the air was clear and the sun, which was almost hot, 
shone straight across the street, so that one pavement was 
bright and the other dark. 

Half-way down, I left the sunny side, thinking I would 
tr>' the shady. I was feeling so joyful that I went along sing- 
ing and skipping, my eyes turned up to Heaven. And then, 
all at once, I saw coming down to me, as tliough in answer 
to my happine.-^s, a little, fluttering, golden thing, falling 
through the shade like a bit of sunshine. Nearer and nearer it 
came, hovered for a moment, and then settled on my cap, 
Holy Ghostwise. I put up my hand and a channing little 
canar>--bird nestled into it : the little creature was palpitating 
like my own heart, which was as light in iny bosom and as 
winged as any bird. Surely the excess of my joy had 
become visible, though perhaps not to tlie dull senses of man ; 
surely, for eyes of any discernment, my wliole being must be 
shining with the brightness of a decoy mirror and it was my 
radiance that had drawn tliis creature down from Heaven. 

I ran home in delight to my mother, carrying my canary 
with me; but what ciiiefly excited and uplifted me was the 
thrilling assurance that the bird had been sent by Heaven 
especially in order to mark me out. I was already more than 
inclined to think I had a vocation of a mystic nature; hence- 
forth I felt I was bound by a kind of secret pact, and when 
heard my mother making plans for the future, wishing for 
instance, that I might enter the Forestry Department, which 
she thought particularly suited to my tastes, I would ac- 
quiesce half-heartedly, for politeness’ sake, as one lends onc- 
.self to a game, but knowing all the while that the vital in- 
terest lies elsewhere. I was on the verge of siiying to my 
mother : ‘How can I possibly dispose of my future? Don 
you know 1 haven't the right to? Don’t you realise I am one 

>54 



of the elect?’ I think, indeed, that one day when my mother 
spoke to me about the choice of a profession, I did say some- 
thing of the kind. 

The canary, which was a hen, was put into a large cage 
along with a family of finches which I had brought from La 
Roque, and lived on very good terms with tliem. But the 
most surprising part of the story remains to be told. A few 
days later, as I was on my way to Batignolles, where Mon- 
sieur Richard now lived, just as I was going to cross the 
Boulevard Saint-Germain, what should I suddenly see drop 
slantwise down into the middle of the roadway - had I gone 
crazy? - but another canary ! I darted after it; but this bird 
(it had no doubt escaped from the same cage) was a little 
wilder than the first and flew away to avoid me, not in a 
single steady flight indeed, but with little pauses, skimming 
along the ground like a bird accustomed to a cage and be- 
wildered by its liberty. I ran after it for some time along the 
tram-lines and it escaped me three times, but at last I 
managed to clap my cap over it, just as a tram was on tlie 
point of running over us both. 

This chase made me late for my lesson; wild with joy, in 
a state of delirium, I ran all the way to my professor’s, hold- 
ing my canary fast in my hands. I had no difficulty with 
Monsieur Richard, who was easily distracted ; the lesson hour 
was delightfully spent in looking for a tiny cage in which to 
carry my bird back to the Rue de Commaille. As for me, I 
had been longing for a mate for my canary, and to see one 
drop again from Heaven was nothing short of a miracle. 
That such exquisite adventures should befall me of all people 
in the world filled me with more frantic pride than if I had 
accomplished some wonderful feat myself. There was no 
doubt about it, I was predestined. I walked about now with 
ray head in the air, expecting, like Elijah, my pleasure and 
ray food to fall from Heaven. 

My canaries bred, and a few weeks later, the cage, big as it 
was, was crowded with my pensioners. On Sundays, when 
ray cousm Edouard was allowed out of school, we used to let 
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them fly about my room together ; there they disported them- 
selves, letting their droppings fall wherever they felt inclined, 
and perching on our heads, on the furniture, on the branches 
we had brought home for them from the Bois de Boulogne or 
the forest of Meudon, and which we fastened in the drawers 
and stuck horizontally into keyholes or vertically into pots. 
On tile ground floor, I had a family of white mice which 
gambolled in a labyrintliine heap of ingeniously disposed car- 
pets. I will spare you my bowls of fish. 

Various reasons had brought the Richards to Paris: the fact 
that rents had been raised in the neighbourhood of Passy; 
the wish to be a near a lycee for little Blaise ; the hope of get- 
ting private pupils among the boys attending the lycee. 
Added to this Madame Bertrand had decided to set up for 
herself with her daugliter, which certainly brought about a 
considerable reduction in the family budget. Lastly, the two 
misses had departed again across the Channel. Edmond 
Richard had returned to Gueret. 1 myself no longer s ept at 
Monsieur Richard’s; I arrived every morning about nine 
o’clock, had lunch there and went home again m 
dinner. At the beginning of the autumn lenn this year, 1 had 
indeed made another attempt at the Ecolc Alsacicnne, and 
had hung on there for a month or two, but again the mwj 
troublesome headaches had continually disabled me and 1 
had been obliged to revert to the former system - the system, 
that is, of desultory, indulgent education, w.tli as little 
drudgery as possible. Monsieur Richard was an exce le 
hand at this, having somewhat of a loafing disposition h - 
self. How often the lesson turned into a walk! If the sur 
shone our industry evaporated and : it’s a sin to stop in- 
doors this fine weather!’ we would cry. At first mer y 
loitered through the streets, observing, discussing, ^iscou 
ing: but this year our walks had an object. For some re^is 
other. Monsieur Richard again took it into 
move : the lodging he had was not to lus liking : he ^ 

something better ... So, as much for amusement s sake 
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anything else, we went round searching for rooms and visit- 
ing everything that was marked ‘To let* . 

What countless stairs we climbed ! What luxurious abodes 
and wretched dens we visited ! Our favourite time for hunt- 
ing was the morning. It often happened that we came upon 
the inmates before they had left their lairs, while they were 
at their morning toilets. These voyages of discovery were 
more instructive to me than the reading of many novels. Our 
hunting ground lay round about the Lycee Condorcet, tlie 
Saint-Lazare railway-station and in the district known as 
Europe. I leave it to the imagination what kind of game it 
was we sometimes started. It amused Monsieur Richard too ; 
he took care to go 6nt for decency’s sake and sometimes he 
would turn round and call out suddenly : ‘Don’t come in !’ 

I managed, nevertheless, to see a good deal and 1 came away 
from these domiciliary visits feeling absolutely flabbergasted. 
For a nature other than mine, this indirect initiation might 
have offered considerable dangers; but the amusement I took 
in it caused me no disturbance and excited nothing but my 
mind; more than that, it induced in me a feeling of reproba- 
tion for the debauchery of which I caught glimpses and 
against which my instinct was in secret revolt. Some par- 
ticularly shady episode may finally have enlightened Mon- 
sieur Richard as to the unsuitability of these visits, for he 
called an abrupt halt - unless he simply ended by finding a 
lodging to his taste. In any case, our search came to an end. 

Outside my lessons I read a great deal. It was the time 
when Amiel’s Journal Intime was all the rage; Monsieur 
Richard drew my attention to it and read me aloud long pas- 
sages; he found in it a flattering picture of his own indeci- 
sions, relapses, and doubts - an excuse for tliem, so to speak, 
and even an authorization ; as for me, I could not help feeling 
the ambiguous charm of all this moral preciosity, though 
nowaday Amiel’s scruples and probings and highfalutin 
^mplexities only exasperate me. I was influenced too by 
Monsieur Richard and admired out of sympathy, or rather, 
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as so often happens, in order not to feel out of it; but at the 

same time, with perfect sincerity. 

There were two others boarders at the Richards’ table ; one 
a little older than I, the other two years younger. Adrien 
Giffard, the elder, was an orphan without either brothers or 
sisters, a kind of foundling ; I do not know what senes of ad- 
ventures had finaUy landed him on the Richards’ doorstep. 
He was one of those minor characters, whose part in lile 
seems to be merely to act as ‘supers’ and eke out the num- 
bers on the stage. He was neither good nor bad, neither grave 
nor gay, and was never more than half interested in any- 
thing. He came to La Roque the year that Annand stopped 
coming. For tlie first few days, he was very unhappy because 
he did not dare smoke his fill out of respect for my = 

he almost fell ill in consequence ; when this was discovered, he 
was .given as much tobacco as he wanted and tlien smoked 

without stopping, like a chimney. , • i 

When I was practising, he would come and starid wiui nis 
ear glued to the side of the piano, in a state of bliss, as long 
as I was playing my scales, but as soon as 1 began a piece, ne 

walked off again. He used to say : t vip’ 

‘I don’t so much care for music; it’s your exercises 1 lUte. 

He himself practised the penny whistle. _ 

My mother frightened him. In his eyes, I imagine, s e 
represented a pitch of civilization whicli made him 
happened one day, when he was out walking, that he tore 
seat of his trousers on a bramble as he was going throug 
hedge - for he was rather clumsy. The idea of having 
appear before my motlier in this state terrified lum to sucti 
degree, that he ran away and disappeared for two days, 
ing which time no one ever ki»w where he slept or wha 

‘The thing that made me come back,* he confided to me 
afterwards, ‘was the tobacco. I can do without every g 

^^'Lrnard Ti.ssandier was a big. cheery, talkative boy, down- 
right, fresh-coloured, and with black hair cut en bro , 
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had plenty of good sense, liked talking, and I felt a good 
deal drawn to him. At the end of the day, when we left Mon- 
sieur Richard’s - for we were both day-boarders - we used 
to walk home part of the way together, chattering as we 
went; one of our favourite subjects was the education of chil- 
dren. We agreed perfectly in thinking that the Richards 
brought theirs up deplorably, and we launched out together 
on an ocean of theories - for I did not know then how much 
stronger innate qualities are than acquired ones, and tliat in 
spite of every kind of starching, dressing, pressing, and fold- 
ing, the natural stuff persists and remains unchanged - stiff 
or limp, as it was originally woven. I purposed at that time 
writing a treatise on education which I promised to dedicate 
to Bernard. 

Adrien Giffard attended lectures at the Lycee Lakanal, 
and Bernard Tissandier at the Lycee Gondorcet. Now it hap- 
pened that one evening as my mother was reading one of die 
articles in the she uttered an exclamation : 

‘1 hope,’ said she, in a tone of enquiry, ‘your friend Tis- 
sandier doesn’t go through the Passage du Havre, when he 
Mmes out of the lycieV (Let me say for the sake of the un- 
informed that this passage is within a few steps of the lyc^e.) 

As I had never enquired into my friend Tissandieris 
itinerary, the question remained unanswered. 

‘You ought to tell him to avoid it,’ mamma went on. 

Mamma’s voice was grave and she knitted her brows like 
the captain of a boat I once saw during a rough crossing 
between Le Havre and Honfleur. 

‘Why?’ 

'Because I see in the paper that the Passage du Havre is 
extremely disreputable.’ 

She said no more, but I was disturbed by these enigmatical 
words. I understood more or less what the word ‘disreput- 

imagination was uncon- 
doned by any notion of laws or customs, and I immediately 
figured the Passage du Havre (I had never been down it) as 
a place of lechery and abomination, a gehenna, a battlefield 
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where all decency lay slaughtered. Notwithstanding my ex- 
cunions through the apartments of cocottes, I had remained, 
for the age of fifteen, astonishingly ignorant of the surround- 
ings of debauchery; notliing I imagined had any foundation 
in reality; my extravagant fancies were woven of the in- 
decent, the charming, and the horrible - the horrible especi- 
ally, because of tlie instinctive reprobation of which I have 
just spoken ; for instance, I had a vision of my poor Tissandier 
being orgiastically torn to pieces by hetaerae. And as I sat 
thinking of all this at Monsieur Richard’s, looking at the big 
kindly boy, with his plump rosy cheeks and his calm cheerful 
simple ways, my heart failed me altogether. We were alone 
in the room, Adrien Giffard, he and I, doing our preparation. 
At last I could bear it no longer, and in a voice choking with 
emotion : 

‘Bernard,’ I asked, ‘when you leave the lycie, you don’t go 
down the Passage du Havre, do you ?’ 

He answered at first neither ‘yes’ nor ‘no’, but replied to 
my question by another which my unexpected query made 
natural. 

‘Why do you ask that?* said he, opening his eyes in 
astonishment. 

Suddenly I felt overwhelmed by some enormous presence 
- a religious, a panic terror took hold of me - the same tliat 
had come upon me at the time of little fimile’s death and on 
the day I had felt myself cut off from humanity. Shaken by 
sobs, I flung myself down before my schoolfellow. 

‘Bernard !’ I cried; ‘oh, I implore you, don’t, don’t !* 

My voice, my vehemence, my tears were those of a mad- 
man. Adrien drew back his chair, his eyes starting out of his 
head. But Bernard Tissandier, who had been brought up in a 
Puritan family like myself, did not for a moment misunder- 
stand the nature of my emotion. 

‘Do you suppose then,’ he said very naturally and in the 
tone of voice best fitted to cabn me, ‘tliat I don't know all 
about the profession?’ 

Those were his very words. I can swear to them. 
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My excitement subsided abruptly. I realized at once that 
he knew as much as I did or more about such matters; and 
his straightforward way of looking at them, firm and even 
a little ironical, was certainly in reassuring contrast with my 
dismay; but that was exactly what astounded me -- tliat it - 
this dragon of my imagination - could be considered so 
coolly, without a shudder of terror. The word profession 
sounded painfully in my ears; it introduced a practical and 
vulgar element into what I had hitherto only seen as a 
dramatic mixture of the hideous and the poetical ; I really be- 
lieve it had never occurred to me that the question of money 
had anything to do with debauchery, or that pleasure could 
be financed ; or perhaps (for all the same, I had read a certain 
amount and don’t want to make myself out more of a simple- 
ton that I was) it was seeing someone younger and, so to say, 
tenderer than myself, aware of it, that upset me so. The mere 
knowledge of such things seemed to me blighting. Some sort 
of affection mingled with it too, and perhaps, unknown to 
myself, a little flutter of the senses, some wish to give 

brotherly protection - and the vexation of seeing it uncalled 
for . . . 


In the meantime, as, after Tissandieris rejoinder, I had re- 
mained rooted to the ground, overcome by the sense of my 
own absurdity, he patted me on the shoulder and witli a jolly 

everything straight 


‘he hind of overpowering 
suffocation, accompanied by tears and sobs, to which I w;^ 

-bject, and which, in its fi.t three manifes t’atiorstprhed 

me so greatly But to those who have never expeSn^arv 

‘-rd, so that I have learnt to be as litU: ^d S 
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Socrates of his demon. Drunkenness wdthout wine, as I was 
soon to realize, was no other than the true lyric ecstasy, and 
the happy moment in which I was shaken by that divine 
madness was the very one in which Dionysus visited me. But, 
alas, for him who has once known the god, how forlorn, how 
despairing are the languid hours in which he withliolds his 
presence ! 

If Bernard Tissandier had been ver>' little moved by my 
pathetic outburst, I on the contrary, had been very much so 
by his smiling, good-natured reply. It was some time after 
this conversation, I think, that I began to notice some of die 
sights of the streets. My aunt Deinarest lived in the Boule- 
vard Saint-Germain, almost opposite the Theatre Cluny, or, 
to be more accurate, in tlie steep street that goes up to the 
College de France, whose faijade could be seen from the bal- 
cony of her apartment on the fourth floor. The house, to be 
sure, had a porte-cochere] but how could my aunt, with her 
tastes and principles, have chosen such a neighbourhood? At 
nightfall, between the BouV Mich and tlie Place Maub\^ tlie 
streetwalkers began to prowl. Albert had warned my mother. 

'I tliink, Aunt,’ he said to her in my presence, ‘that it would 
be better for this big boy here to go home with you in tlie 
evenings, when you come to dine with us.’ (This we did once 
a fortnight.) ‘And I think, on your way back, you had better 
walk in the middle of the road, as far as die tram stoppmg- 


place.’ _ 

I cannot say whether I altogether understood. But one 

evening, contrar>- to iny custom, which was to run wUhou 
stopping from the Rue du Bac to my aunt’s house, making t 
a point of honour to get there before the tram, into which 
had fii-st seen my mother - one evening then - a fine spnn 
evening - as my motl.er had spent the aftern^n at aunt 
Claire’s I started earlier than usual and was walking slow y. 
in order to enjoy tl.e first wann weather of the season, had 

, . Pari, ,tude„t,’ way of .peaking of the Boulevard Saint-Michel 
anti the Palace Maubert, 
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almost reached my destination, when I noticed the curious 
appearance of some women in the street ; they were not wear- 
ing hats and were walking vaguely up and down, as if they 
were undecided where to go, and just at the very place where 
I should have to pass close by them. The word profession 
which Tissandier had used flashed into my mind; I hesitated 
for a second as to whether I should not step off the pavement 
to avoid going too near them; but there b something in my 
nature that nearly always predominates over fear - namely, 
the fear of being cowardly; I went on therefore. Suddenly, 
another such woman, whom I had not noticed at first, or 
who had sprung out from behind a door, came up and stared 
me full in the face, as she stood barring my way. I had to 
make an abrupt detour, and how my legs shook beneath me, 
and how I hurried ! She had been singing to begin with, but 
now she left off. 


‘There’s no need to be so frightened, my pretty lad !’ she 
exclaimed in a voice at once threatening, mocking, coaxing, 
and playful. ’ 

The blood rushed to my face. I was as agitated as if I had 
escaped with my life. 


Many years later, these questing creatures still inspired me 
wth as much terror as vitriol-throwers. My Puritan educa- 
tion encouraged to excess a natural reserve about which I 
was simple enough to have no misgivings. My lack of 
curiosity about the other sex was absolute; if I could have 
discovered the whole mystery of womankind with a single 
gesture, it was a gesture I should not have made; I indulged 
myself m the flattering thought that my repugnance was dis- 
approval and set my aversion down to the score of virtue I 
lived withdrawn and constrained, and made resistance my 
Ideal; if I ever gave way, it was to my early vice; no outside 

age, moreover, 

and on *ose questions, how generously one cheats oneself ! 
Un the days on which ,t occurs to me to beUeve in the Devil. 

s^ tot r IT '' "°ble shudderings, I 

seem to hear the Adversary laughing and rubbing his hands 




in his lurking-place. But how could I have foreseen what 
snares - but this is not the place in which to speak of them . . . 


In describing our apartment, I have not spoken of the 
library. The fact is that after my fathei-’s death, my mother 
refused to allow me into it. The room was kept locked up, 
but though it was at the further end of the apartment, it 
always seemed to me its centre; my thoughts, my ambitions, 
my desires gravitated round it. In my mother’s eyes, it was a 
kind of sanctuary', in w'hich the beloved memory of my 
father still lingered ; she would no doubt have thought it sacri- 
ege if I had taken his place too soon ; I also think she did her 
oest to remove out of my way anytliing likely to increase my 
importance in my own eyes ; and lastly, I may say she did 
not consider it prudent to put so many books witliin reach of 
my devouring appetite. As my sixteentli year approached, 
however, Albert began to intercede in my favour; 1 over- 
heard fragments of a discussion between him and mamma. 

‘But lie’ll be ransacking the whole library !’ exclaimed she. 

Albert replied gently that my taste for reading deserved to 

be encouraged. 

‘He has plenty of books in the passage and his own room. 
We can wait till he has read all those,’ rejoined my motlier. 

‘Aren’t you afraid of giving the library books the attrac- 


tion of forbidden fruit ?’ 

My mother protested that ‘in that case, one ought never to 
forbid anything’. She resisted in this way for some time and 
then ended by giving in, as she almost always * 

was Albert who opposed her, because she had a p-cat deal 
affection and esteem for him, and because m tlie end com- 
mon sense always prevailed with her. 

But no I can truthfully say that the fact of the rooms 
being forbidden added nothing to its attraction - or only a 
touch of mystery. I am not one of those people wtee 
impulse is to rebel; on the contrary. I have always been gl. d 
to obey, to submit to rules, to give way; and moreover, had 
a particular horror of doing anything on the sly; if it some- 




times happened afterwards - and only too often, alas ! - that 
I found myself obliged to hide the truth, it has never been 
except for the passing purpose of protecting myself, and 
always with the constant hope and, indeed, the fixed deter- 
mination of shortly bringing everything to light. And why 
else should I be writing these memoirs? ... To return to the 
subject of my reading, I may say that I cannot remember 
.ever to have read a single book behind my motlier’s back ; I 
made it a point of honour not to deceive her. What was there 
so special about the library books then? First of all, their 
fine appearance. And besides, the books in my room and the 
passage were almost all works of history, exegesis, or criticism, 
while in my father’s study, I discovered the autliors them- 
selves that these works spoke of. 

Albert had almost convinced my mother, but nevertheless, 
she did not give in at once and altogether; she compounded. 
It was decided I should be allowed into the room, but only 
accompanied by her; I might choose this or that book as I 
pleased and be allowed to read it, but it must be aloud and to 
her. The first book my choice lighted on was the first volume 
of Gautier’s poems. 

I liked reading aloud to my mother, but her desire to form 
her taste and her mistrust of her own judgement inclined her 
to favoim books of a very different kind. Paul Albert’s flat 
and tedious essays, for instance; Saint-Marc-Girardin’s lec- 
tures On Dramatic Literature, whose five volumes, at the 
rate of one chapter a day, we had just got through. It is a 
wonder to me that I was not disgusted by such fare. But no, 
on the contrary, I liked it, and my appetite was so keen, that 
my preference went to what was most instructive, roost 
stodgy, and most arduous. I think to-day that my mother 
w^ not wrong in attaching so much importance to works of 
cnucism; her mistake lay in not choosing them better; but 
she had no one to advise her. And then, even if I had read 
bainte-Beuye’s Lundis or Taine’s LitUrature Anglaise at that 
early age, should I have profited by them as I did later? The 
important thing was to occupy my mind. 
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If it is thought surprising that my mother did not rather, 
or at any rate, also, encourage me to read history, ray answer 
is that that study was particularly uncongenial to my cast of 
mind. I must say sometlhng about this infirmity of mine. A 
good teacher might perhaps Iiave succeeded in arousing my 
interest, if he could have brought out the play of character 
that underlies events; but as ill-luck would have it, I never 
had anyone to teach me history but the driest of school- 
masters. Many a time since then have I tried to force my in- 
clination and apply myself to the best of my abilities; but my 
brain refuses its allegiance and, however brilliantly the story 
is told, I can remember nothing but what lies outside the 
actual events - the glosses in the margin, so to speak, and 
tlie conclusions a moralist may draw from them. How grate- 
fully I came across (it was in my last year at school) the pas- 
sage in wliich Schopenhauer tries to establish die difference 
between die historian’s mind and the poet’s. ‘That is why I 
can make nothing of history !’ I said to myself with rapture. 
‘It is because I am a poet ! It is a poet I want to be ! It is a 
poet I am !’ 

Was sich nie und nirgends hat begeben 
Das allein veraltct nie.^ 

And I repeated to myself die sentence he quotes from 
Aristotle : ‘Philosophy is a more important thing and poetry 
a more beautiful one than history.’ But I must return to my 
reading of Gautier. 

Imagine me then one evening, sitting with my mother 
in her room, in my hand the book she had allowed me to 
take out of the little glazed bookshelf specially reserved for 
the poets. Off I start Ted.<Xii\gAlbertus aloud. Albertus or T he 
Soul and Sin . . . What a halo of prestige still shone round 
the name of Gautier at that time ! And then the impertinent 
sub-title rheological Poem attracted me. Gautier, for me and 

I. That which ne’er and nowhere has befallen, 

That alone it is which cannot age. 
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for numbers of schoolboys in those days, stood for scorn of 
conventionality, for emancipation, for licence. No doubt, 
there was a little bravado in my choice too. Mamma wanted 
to read with me ! Very well ! We would see which of the two 
would cry for mercy first. But the bravado was directed 
chiefly against myself; as when a few months before, I had 
forced myself, so painfully too, with such an air of false assur- 
ance, to go into a loathsome little shop in the Rue Saint- 
Placide, where they sold all sorts of things, including songs, 
and buy the silliest and vulgarest song among them : 'Oh, 
how nice Matilda smells!’ And with what object? I repeat 
it was purely out of bravado, for, most certainly, I had not 
the slightest desire for the song. Yes, out of a wish to coerce 
myself, and because the day before I had said to myself as I 
passed the shop : ‘At any rate, that’s a thing you wouldn’t 
dare do.’ I had done it. 

I read on without looking at mamma, who was sitting 

in one of the huge armchairs doing her cross-stitch. I had 

started off gaily enough, but as the text became more ribald 

my voice became less confident. One of the two characters in 

this so-called ‘Gothic poem’ is a witch who, in order to 

attract Albertus, assumed the form of a lovely young damsel 

- a pretext this for endless descriptions . . . Mamma plied her 

needle more and more feverishly; as I read, I caught the flash 

of Its moving pomt out of the comer of my eye. I had reached 
verse ci : 


The holiest saint, so beautiful the dame. 

Would for her sake have risked the fires of Hell, 
Ok, lovely sight! A rosy blush of shame ... 


Pass me the book a moment,’ said my mother, suddenly 
terruptmg me, to my immense reUef. Then, and not till 
*cn, I looked at her; she held the book up to the lamp, and 
with the compressed lips and frowning brow of a judge in 
cay ra, listening to mdecorous evidence, she glanced over 
the stanzas that foUowed. I waited. She turned the page, then 
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looked back and hesitated, tlien turned again and read on; at 
last she handed me back the book and pointed to a place 
where 1 could take up the thread : 

‘Yes . . . Here; ... “a whole seraglio in herself,” ’ said she, 
quoting the line which she thought would best sum up tlie 
verses she had censored - and which I became acquainted 
with long after, to my considerable disappointment. 

This painful and ludicrous attempt was, I am glad to say, 
not repeated. I refrained for some time from making any 
allusion to the library, and when at last my mother allowed 
me into it again, there was no more talk of her accompanying 
me. 

My father’s library was composed for the most part of 
Greek and Latin books, of law-lx>oks too, of course; though 
these were not in the place of honour. Tliis was occupied 
by Euripides, in the great Glasgow edition, by Lucretius, 
Aeschylus, Tacitus, Heyne’s fine edition of Virgil, and the 
three Latin elegiac poets. I tliink this choice had been deter- 
mined not so much by my father’s preferences as by a har- 
monious combination of bindings and formats. A number 
of these books were clothed in white vellum and stood out 
without too hai-sh a contrast against the sombre, glowing, 
many-coloured richness of the general effect. The immense 
bookcase was deep enough to admit of a second rather taller 
row at the back; and tliere was something exquisite in the 
sight of the collection of Greek elegiac poets, standing be- 
tween a Horace and a Thucydides, their blue morocco 
humbly lowered before the ivory white Burmann’s Ovid and 
a Livy in seven volumes, also bound in vellum. In the midd c 
of the bookcase, under the Virgils, was a cupboard in whicli 
were kept albums of various sorts ; between the cupboard and 
the bookshelf immediately above it was a shelf which serve 
as a desk on which you could rest the book you were study- 
ing; on each side of the cupboard stood Uie lower rows of 
big folios - the Greek Anthology, a Plutarch, a Plato, Jus- 
tinian’s Digest. But in spite of the attraction tlicse handsome 
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books had for me, my preference went to those in the small 
glazed bookcase. 

Here, there were nothing but French books; and almost 
nothing but poets ... I had long been in the habit of taking 
with me on my walks one of Hugo’s early volumes in a 
chamung little edition belonging to my mother, which had 
been given her, I think, by Anna; in this way, I had learnt 
numbers of pieces out of the Voix Intirieures, the Chants du 
Cripuscule, and the Feuilles d’ Automne, which I never 
wearied of saying over to myself and which I looked forward 
to repeating to Einmanuele. At that time I had a passionate 
predilection for poetry; poetry, I considered, was the flower 
and fulfilment of life. It took me a long time to recognize - I 
think it is better not to recognize too early - the greater ex- 
cellence of fine prose, and its greater rarity. I confused, as is 
natural at that age, art with poetry; I abandoned my soul to 
the swinging alternation of the rhymes and their enforced 
recurrence; I revelled in feeling their rhythmic beat in my 
^rt, like the spreading of two wings which raised me with 
them in their flight ... And yet the most thrilling discovery 
I made in the little bookcase was, I think, Heine’s poems. (I 
am speaking of the French translation.) No doubt the absence 
of rhyme and metre lent them an added though deceitful 
allurement; for what appealed to me in these poems, besides 
the charm of their emotion, was what I tried to believe I 
should soon be able to imitate. 


^ \ can see myself, in this spring-time of my sixteenth year, 
sitting on the carpet Etruscanwise at the foot of the little 
glazed bookcase; trembling at the discovery, the feeling, that 
m my heart too the riches of spring were awakening, were 
responding to Heine’s call. But how can one describe the 
Impression made by a book? This is the fatal defect of my 
story and mdeed of all memoirs ; one sets out the most appar- 

'’o contours, 

t ^ u ^ over all 

to«e trifling facts. But the time has come when I was begin- 
ning to awake to life. ® 
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My headaches, which the year before had been worse than 
ever and had forced me to give up working almost entirely, 
or at any rate working at all consecutively, now became less 
frequent. I had left Monsieur Richard’s, my motlter being 
doubtless of the opinion that his teaching was no longer ade- 
quate; she sent me this year to the Pension Keller in the Rue 
de Ghevreuse, close to the £cole Alsacienne, to which there 

was still some hope of my returning. 

There were a great many boys at the Pension Keller, but 
I was the only one among them who did not attend a lycee. 
I arrived, morning and evening, precisely at the hours when 
the Pension was deserted. Deep silence reigned in the empty 
classrooms, and I took my lessons sometimes in one and 
sometimes in another; the one I preferred was quite a small 
room, more propitious to work, where contact with the 
blackboard was more neighbourly; propitious too to tlie 
undennasters’ confidences ; I have always had a sweet tooth 
for confidences; I flattered myself I was particularly good 
at listening to them, and there was notliing I felt prouder 
of. It was long before I realized that as a rule the confider 
is merely indulging in tliat desire to talk of hunself that is 
inherent in the heart of man, and cares very little whetlier 
the ear into which he pours his story is really fit to hear 


And so it was that Monsieur de Bouvy imparted his sor- 
rows to me. Monsieur de Bouvy, the principal usher of the 
school never began a lesson witliout a preliminary sigh, ne 
was a flabby little man, black and bearded. I cannot exactly 
remember what he taught me, and 1 hardly suppose I learnt 
much for the lesson had barely begun before Monsieur de 
Bouv^’s eyes would grow dim; his sighs became ^ 
quent and his words soon ceased to follow them. While 
was repeating my lesson, he would wag his head Pensively, 
munnur a series of melancholy ‘ohs’ and ‘ahs and then 


suddenly interrupt me : ^ 

'She locked me out again last night.’ 




Monsieur de Bouvy’s sorrows were of the conjugal order. 
*What!’ cried I, more, I fear, in amusement tlian pity; 
‘you spent the night on the staircase again ?’ 

‘Oh, so you think it’s intolerable too, do you ?’ 

He gazed into the distance. I think he had ceased to see 
me and forgotten he was talking to a child. 

Especially, he went on, ‘as it makes me the laughing-stock 

of the other people in the house. They don’t understand the 
situation.’ 

Couldn’t you force your way in ?’ 

When I do that, she beats me. Put yourself in my place.’ 
‘In your place, I should beat her.’ 

He pve a deep sigh, raised his cow-like eyes to the ceiling 
and said solemnly: 

The man who lifts his hand against a woman . . .’ and 

then muttered below his breath : ‘Especially when she isn’t 
alone.’ 

Monsieur de Bouvy was soon succeeded by a Monsieur 
Uamel, who was a dirty, ignorant, boozy individual reeking 
01 the pot-house and the brothel, but who at any rate did not 
con de m me; he was followed by someone else I have totally 
torgotten. The ignorance and vulgarity of these successive 
undermasters greatly distressed Monsieur Keller, who was a 
man of real merit and who took great pains to keep his school 
up to Its original reputation, which had been, and I believe 
JUS 1 ably, considerable. It was soon arranged that I was to 
e all my lessons with him, except matliematics, which I 
Monsieur Simonnet, These two were both excellent 
c ers of that kind of born teachers who, far from over- 
g a child’s brain, devote tliemselves instead to deliver- 
mg It, and wear themselves out in the effort ; so that they 
in their dealings with their pupils to be putting into 
pracuce the words of the Baptist : ‘He must increase, but I 
ust de<^e.* These two then coached me so successfully, 

wa eighteen months I made up my 

years and was able in October 1887 to take up work 
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again at the £cole Alsacienne in the highest class but one; 
and here I once more came across my old schoolfellows, 
whom I had lost sight of for so long.‘ 


8 

I N my case, it is always the feeling of joy that gets the upper 
hand ; for which reason my arrivals arc more sincere tlian my 
departures. At the moment of leaving, there are often occa- 
sions when it would be scarcely decorous to show the joy I 
am feeling. I was delighted to quit the Pension Keller, but I 
did not wish to make it too apparent lest Monsieur Jacob, of 
whom I was very fond, should have his feelings hurt. We 
used always to call our professor, Monsieur Keller, by his 
Christian name, or, rather, it was he who insisted on being 
so called out of respect for liis old father, tlie founder and 
head of the school. Like Wemmick in Great Expectations, 
Monsieur Jacob had a quasi-religious and absolutely para- 
lysing veneration for his parents - for his mother was also 
living. Though he himself was getting on in years, he sub- 
ordinated his thoughts, his plans, his life to this Aged, who 
was almost unknown to the pupils, for he only appeared on 
the most solemn occasions; his authority, however, weighed 
heavily on the whole household and Monsieur Jacob returned 
clothed in it, when (like Moses coming down from the moun- 
tain with the Tables of the Law) he came down from the 
room on the second floor, where the Old Man lived in seclu- 
sion. Into this sacred abode I was only allowed to enter very 
rarely, and then accompanied by my motlicr - for I never 
should have dared to go alone - but I can answer for it that 
the Aged really did exist. You were shown into a small Evan- 
gelical-looking room, where the old man sat installed for the 
whole day in a large green rep annehair, beside a window 

I. I think I must be making a mistake here and that it 
boys who had been in the class below me whom I now joined. A y 
first class-mates were by now a year ahead of me. 
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overlooking the playground, so that he was able to keep his 
eye on the boys at their games. He used to begin by apologiz- 
ing for not being able to get up to receive you ; his right elbow 
rested slantwise on a mahogany bureau, covered with papers ; 
on a little table at his left I noticed an enonnous Bible and 
a little blue bowl he used as a spittoon, for he suffered from 
catarrh. In spite of his great height, the weight of years had 
bowed him over much. His glance was unswerving, lus voice 
severe, and it was impossible not to understand, not to feel, 
that the orders transmitted by Monsieur Jacob to the rest of 
the school had been received by him straight from God. 

As for old Madame Keller, who resign^ herself to leaving 
this world before her husband, my only recollection of her 
is that she was more shrivelled and withered than any other 
creature I had ever set eyes on, except my grandmother. She 
was even smaller than my grandmother, though not quite so 
wrinkled. 

Monsietjr Jacob himself was married and the father of 
three children about my own age. They were submerged in 
the rest of the school and I only came into the most fleeting 
contact with them. Monsieur Jacob tried in vain to look 
stem and unapproachable and to liide his natural kindness 
from his pupils; for at heart he was the mildest of men - 
debonair is perhaps the word I should use - a word which in 
my mind implies something child-like in the way of talking. 

he was gay by nature but not very witty, he was in the 
habit of making puns rather than epigrams, and was never 
tired of repeating the same jokes over and over again, as if 
to make it clear that all he wanted was to show he was in a 
good temper, and also, no doubt, because his daily cares pre- 
vented him from attempting to do better. But what an excel- 
lent f^ow he was ! Switzerland is the home of beings like 
mm. They come straight out of the pages of Topfer. 

On Sunday mornings, he played the harmonium at the 
IJotestant chapel in the Rue Madame, where Monsieur 
Hollard and Monsieur de Pressens^ took it in turns to preach, 
the latter, who was the father of the editor of the Temps, 



was an old pastor and senator, and nearly as ugly as Monsieur 
Bavretel himself; he was fairly eloquent as a preacher, but 
harped too much on the same string, and was afflicted besides 
with a chronic cold in the head which sometimes spoilt his 
most pathetic passages. Before the hymn began, Monsieur 
Jacob at the harmonium would improvise washy little pre- 
ludes, which displayed tlie whiteness of his soul. As for me, 
being entirely without musical imagination myself, I was 
struck with admiration by his powers of invention. 

Accordingly, before leaving the Pension Keller for the 
£cole Alsacienne, I looked about for some delicate way of 
showing Monsieur Jacob the gratitude I felt for his kindness 
and attention. I might, of course, have kept in touch with 
him by paying him an occasional visit, as his school was on 
the way to the £cole. But I should have found nothing to say 
to him, and besides I did not think it enough. Inspired by 
the absurd delicacy of iny feelings, or, more strictly speaking, 
by the desire to show how delicate my feelings were, I was 
constantly attempting to ‘gild refined gold’, sometimes tor- 
mented by foolish scruples and sometimes driven into offer- 
ing attentions that were totally incomprehensible to the 
receivers of them. Upon this occasion, the idea suggested 
itself to me of going to the Kellers’ once a week for a meal. 
I had a fancy too that I should like to have a taste - just a 
taste - of life in a boarding-school. So it was settled that 1 
should lunch at the Pension Keller every Wednesday. It was 
veal day. I tlioughl I should be put to sit with the other boys, 
but Monsieur Jacob insisted on treating me like a distin- 
guished guest and embarrassed me exceedingly by the p acc 
of honour he gave me. About fifteen boys took their meals a 

one end of an enonnous table; Monsieur and Madame Kele 

sat at the head at the other end. I sat beside Monsieur Kel cr, 
separated from the other boys by a long empty stretch, so ha 
I seemed to be presiding with him. The worst of it was Uia 
the Keller boys themselves sat at a distance from their parent 
amongst the common herd. So that Uus attempt of nnue w 
submff myself to discipline only resulted m differentiating me 
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more than ever, as has always happened indeed, whenever I 
have tried to take my place with the rank and file. 

The extreme interest I took in everything from this time 
forward arose chiefly from the fact that Eminanuele was 
everywhere iny companion. I never made a discovery but my 
first desire was to impart it to her, and my joy was never 
perfect unless she shared it with me. In every book I read, 
against every sentence that seemed to call for our admiration, 
wonder, or love, I set her initials in the margin. Life had no 
value for me save with her, and I dreamed she would always 
be with me, as she was on those summer mornings at La 
Roque when we used to roam the woods together. The house 
still slept when we left it. The grass was heavy with dew; the . 
air was cool; the rose of dawn had long since faded from the 
sky, but the slanting sunbeams laughed their early greeting 
to us with delightful freshness. We went along together hand 
in hand, or, where the path narrowed, I a few paces ahead 
of her. We stepped light-footed and silent, for fear of startling 
god or game, rabbit or squirrel or roe-deer, at their play in 
^e glad confidence of the innocent hour, when every morn- 
ing they create their Paradise anew, before man is awake and 
the day grows drowsy. Pure and dazzling light, in the hour 
of death, may your remembrance vanquish the shades ! How 

often in the dust and heat of noon has my soul found refresh- 
Oient in your dews . . . 


When we were apart, we wrote to each other. A regular 
correspondence had sprung up between us ... A little while 
^go, I thought I would re-read my letters, but their tone is 
unb^able and I seem to myself odious in tliem, I try to per- 
^ e myself to-day that it is only the simple-minded who 
can be naturally natural. As for me, I had to disengage my 
c rom among a multitude of curves; and even so, I was 
^ conscious of the intricacy of the tangle through 

\ ^ ^ ^ 

1 1 could not say; and without the skill as yet to unravel 

t knots that hampered me, I dictatorially cut them. 




It was about this time that I began to discover the Greeks, 
who have had such a decisive influence on my mind. Leconte 
de Lisle’s translations had just finished coming out. There 
was a great deal of talk about them and my aunt Lucile (I 
think) gave them to me. Their sharp definition of line, their 
unfamiliar glitter, their exotic and sonorous phraseology 
were the very things to enchant me; and even their very 
roughness was grateful and that little surface difficulty which 
kept off the profane by requiring from the reader an increase 
of attention and sympathy. It was through them that I first 
beheld Olympus, and man’s suffering and the smiling severity 
of the gods; I began to learn mythology; fervently I caught 

and pressed Beauty to my heart. 

My cousin, on her side, read the Iliad and the tragic poets , 
her admiration raised mine to a still higlier pitch and was 
one with it ; I doubt whether our communion was closer even 
at the paschal feast of Easter. Strange ! This brave pagan 
fervour flared so brightly in me at the very time I was being 
prepared for Confirmation in the Christian faith. To-day it 
is a wonder to me that the one interfered so little 
other; there might have been some explanation if I had been 
luke-warm as a catechumen; but no ! and I shall soon have 
to tell of my zeal and the lengths to which I pushed it m 
truth the temple of our hearts was like those mosques which 
stand open to the East, so that light and music and perfumes 
may divinely flood them. Exclusion seemed impiety; what- 
ever was beautiful found in us a welcome. 

Pastor Couve, who prepared me for Confirmation, was 

certainly the worthiest of men; but, good Heavens, ow 
tedious his lessons were! About a dozen of us, girls as wcl 
as boys, attended them; but I have not kept the smato 
recollection of any of my fellow-pupils. The class was he 
in the dining-room of Monsieur Couve’s apartment in 
Boulevard Saint-Michel, opposite the Luxembourg^ We 
round a big oval table, and after we had repeated the Senp 
ture texts Monsieur Couve had given us to learn the tune 
before, he began his lesson, always preceding and winding 
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up by a prayer. The first year was spent in studying the Holy 
Book, and during all that year I kept hoping that in the next 
the lessons would be more lively; but Monsieur Couve 
brought to the study of dogma and to the historical exjjosi- 
tion of the Christian doctrine the same impassive gravity - it 
was part, I think, of his orthodoxy. And all the while, as his 
monotonous voice flowed on, we took note upon note for the 
resume we had to hand in at the next class. Wearisome 
lessons, followed at home by work more wearisome still ! 
Monsieur Couve was orthodox even in the very tone of his 
voice, which was as even and as steady as his soul; and 
nothing could have been more repellent to my tremulous 
anxiety than his imperturbability. At the same time he had 
the tenderest of hearts, but this was not the place in which 
to show it . .. I was bitterly disappointed; for I advanced 
towards the sacred mysteries as the Greeks of old approached 
Eleusis. How I trembled as I questioned ! And for only 
answer I learnt the number of the Prophets or the itinerary 
of St Paul’s voyages. I was disappointed to my heart’s core; 
and as my questioning remained unanswered, I began to 
wonder whether the faith in which I was being instructed - 
the Protestant faith, I mean - was really that which re- 
sponded to my needs; I could have wished to know some- 
thing too of the Catholic ; for I was by no means insensible to 
all the art that surrounds it, and Monsieur Couve’s teaching 
had never awakened in me any of the emotion that stirred 
nie as I read Bossuet, Fenelon, or Pascal. 

^ I was simple enough to open myself on the matter to Mon- 
sieur Couve himself; I even went so far as to tell him in a 
private interview that I was not sure to which altar my heart 
felt most drawn in its search for God . . . And so, excellent 
^n that he was, he gave me a book in which the Catholic 
doctrine was very honestly set forth; it was of course not 
an apology; but nothing could have been less of an attack - 
notmng more fit to damp me. It was as bare as an inventory, 
^ dreary as one of Monsieur Couve’s own expositions ; so 
upon my word ! I thought, there as here, my thirst is 
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doomed to remain unquenched - unless, indeed, I slake it 
myself at the very source; and this I proceeded to do pas- 
sionately. That is to say, I began to read the Bible more 
thoroughly than I had ever done before. I read the Bible 
eagerly, greedily, but methodically too. I began at the begin- 
ning and read on, but starting in several places at once. Every 
evening, as I sat with my mother, in her room, I read one or 
more chapters of the historical books, one or more chapters 
of the poetical, one or more of the prophets. In this way, I 
soon went through the Scriptures from end to end; tlien I 
began again to re-read them in parts, more steadily, but still 
with unappeased appetite. I immersed myself in the text of 
tlie Old Covenant with piety and reverence, but the emotion 
I felt was no doubt not purely religious in its character, just 
as that with which I read the Iliad and the Oresteia was 
not purely literary. Or rather art and religion were devoutly 
wedded in my heart and I tasted my most perfect ecstasy 
there where they most melted into one. 

But the Gospels ... Ah ! At last I found tlie reason, the 
occupation, the inexhaustible spring of love. The feeling I 
had here made clear to me and at the same time strengthened 
the feeling I had for Einmanuele; it did not differ from it; 
it seemed merely to deepen it and give it its true place 
heart. I fed upon the Bible as a whole only in the eveniflgft 
but in the mornings I turned with deeper intimacy to 
Gospels; I turned to them again and again in tlie course of 
the day. I carried a New Testament in my pocket; it never 
left me; I took it out every moment, andrTOt only when I 
was alone, but when I was in company with the very people 
who were most likely to laugh at me, and whose laughter 
would be most disagreeable to me - in the tram, for instance, 
and during recreation hours at the Pension Keller, or later, at 
the ficole Alsacienne; and when my schoolfellows jeered at 
me, I offered my confusion and my blushes to God. The 
ceremony of my first Communion made very little difference 
in my habits; the Eucharist did not bring me any fresh 
ecstasy, nor even perceptibly increase that which I already 
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felt; I was shocked, on the contrary, by the kind of official 
parade with which people surround themselves on that day 
and which almost profaned it in my eyes. But as tliere had 
been no luke-warmness before the day, so there was no 
slackening after it; on the contrary, after my Confinnation, 
my fervour continued to increase and reached its culminating 
point in the following year. 

For months on end now, I lived in a kind of seraphic state 
- the state, I suppose, attained by saintliness. It Wcis summer- 
time. I had almost entirely given up going to classes, having 
been allowed as an extraordinary favour to attend only tliose 
which I found really profitable, that is to say, very few. I 
drew up a time-table, and followed it strictly, for its very 
rigour was a source of the deepest satisfaction to me, and I 
put my pride in keeping to it exactly. I rose at dawn and 
plunged into a tub of icy water which I had prepared over- 
night; then, before beginning my work, I read a few verses 
of the Scriptures, or rather I re-read those I had marked the 
evening before as the proper food for the monrow’s medita- 
tion ; then I prayed. My prayer was like a perceptible motion 
of the soul towards a deeper penetration into the intimacy 
of God; and from hour to hour I renewed that motion; such 
were the breaks in my studies, and I never changed the sub- 
ject of them without dedicating it afresh to God. Out of self- 
mortification I slept on the boards; in the middle of the 
mght, I got up again^ |jnd again knelt down, not so much for 
self-mortification as iti*the impatience of joy. I felt then that 
I had attained the very apex of happiness. 

What more can 1 say? . . . Ah? would that I could express 
toexhaustion the ardour and the radiance of those memories ! 
^ere lies the snare of this kind of tale : the most futile and 
the most meaningless events, and all that can be put into 
words perpetually usurp the place of all the rest. Alas ! what 
can be told here? All that so filled my swelling heart can be 
^t mto three words and in vain I lengthen and inflate them. 

cumbersome radiance ! O careless heart, unheedful of the 
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shadows that radiance cast on the other side of my flesh ! 
Perhaps, in imitation of the love of God, my love for my 
cousin was too easily content with absence. The most marked 
traits of a character are fonned and accentuated before one 
is conscious of them. But could I possibly have understood 
so early the significance of what was shaping within me? . . . 

And yet it was not the New Testament that Pierre Louis * 
found in my hands during the recreation hour that evening, 
but Heine’s Buck der Lieder, which I was reading now in the 
original. We had been writing a French composition. Pierre 
Louis had remained at the £cole Alsacienne all the time I 
was away from it, and when 1 returned, I came across him 
again in Rhetorique.^ He was more than a brilliant pupil; a 
kind of genius dwelt in hun, and what he did best he did most 
gracefully. In French composition, he was always easily first; 
the rest were nowhere. Dietz, our professor, with a smile of 
amusement, would announce what tlie professors of the other 
classes had so often announced before him : ‘First, Louis. It 
was a place no one dared dispute; no one dreamt of it; I 
assuredly no more than the others, accustomed as I had been 
for years to working by myself, nervous as I was, and much 
less stimulated tlian hampered by the presence of twenty-five 
other boys. And suddenly, without my thinking I had par- 

ticulai ly deserved it by that composition : 

Tirst, Gide/ began Dietz, witli the list of niarb before 

him. 

He said it in his loudest voice, as if flinging down a chal- 
lenge, and brought his fist down with a grait thump on to 
his desk, while an amused glance round the class trickled over 
his spectacles. Dietz, with his class before him, was like an 

1, It was not till the publication of his first book that he spelt his 


name Louys. . , / ,■ y,nt 

2 In those days the two highest classes in French (excep 

for boys going in for science) were called and F/tdosofi/i^. 

The former prepared boys for the first part of the baccahur^ 

examination, the latter for the second part. The baccalaurfal is m 

preliminary examination before entering upon University studies - 

more or less equivalent to the English matriculation. 
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organist at his keyboard - a maestro who drew from us at 
will the most unexpected sounds - sounds tliat we ourselves 
had never even hoped for. Sometimes lie seemed to be almost 
too much amused by his power, as is often tlie case with a 
virtuoso. But how delightful his lessons were ! I came out 
from them full to bursting. And how much I liked the 
warmth of his voice, and the affectation of indolence with 
which he lolled back in his chair, with one leg over its arm, 
and his knee on a level witlr his nose ! 

Tirst, Gide !’ 

I felt all eyes turn towards me. I made an Immense effort 
not to blush and blushed all the more; my head swam; but I 
was not so much pleased with my place as dismayed at the 
thought of vexing Pierre Louis. How would he take tliis 
affront? Supposing he were to hate me? In class I had eyes 
for no one but him, though he certainly had no suspicion of 
It, up to that day, I had barely exchanged twenty words with 
him; he was all exuberance, and on very easy terms with his 
school-fellows, while I was lamentably shy, crippled by re- 
serve, paralysed by scruples. Lately, however, I had made up 
niy mind : I would go up to him ; I would say : ‘Louis, you 
^d I must have a talk. If anyone can understand you here, 

^ I ... Yes, truly, I felt I was on the verge of speaking to 
him. And all of a sudden, the catastrophe : 

‘Second, Louis.* 

And I watched him from afar - from further off than ever, 
said to myself - where he sat sharpening his pencil looking 
^ if he had heard nothing, but all the same, a little strained, 
thought, a little pale. I watched him through my fingers, 

or I had put my hand over my eyes whga liiad felt myself 

hlush. 

the recreation Jiour^thAt^^oWdy Lwept, ^ 

®y habit, into a glazed^r^or-w'hich led to the playground," ' \ 
^ ue the others pla>^ VrtM^Ilyf thereof wAis ithere i, ‘ 
safe. I took the Bitch der Liddcr 6ut of ,my pocket and ) 

\ /' 
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Das Meer hat seine Perlen, 
Der Himmel hat seine Sterne, 


consoling with its love my heart atliirst for friendship. 

Aber mein Herz, mein Herz, 

Mein Herz hat seine Liebe. 

Steps came up behind me. I turned round. It was Pierre 
Louis. He wore a black and white check coat with sleeves 
that were too short; a torn collar, for he was given to fight- 
uilg; a tie witli flowing ends ... I can still see him so dis- 
tinctly ! Lithe, delicate, with the long, rather ungainly limbs 
of an overgrown child;his handsome brow half hidden by his 
ruffled hair. He was close upon me before I had time to 

recover m>'self. 

‘What are you reading there?’ he began at once. 

Incapable of speech, I held out my book. He turned over 

its pages for a moment or two. 

Tou’re fond of poetry then ?’ he went on, witli a voice and 

smile I did not know were his. 

So then it was not as an enemy he had come. My heart 

melted within me. 

'Yes, I know those verses,’ he continued, giving me back 
tlie book. ‘But in Gennan, I prefer Goethe’s.’ 

‘I know you write poetry too,’ I ventured timidly, n 
There liad recently gone round the class a burlesque poem 
which Dietz had ordered Louis to write as an imposition for 

having grumbled in class. 

‘Monsieur Pierre Louis, you will write me thirty hnes O 

Grumfc/in^ for next Monday,’ Dietz had said. 

I had learnt the piece by heart (I believe I know it still), 
it was schoolboy’s work, but wonderfully well pulled oil. 1 

began to repeat it. He stopped me with a laugh : 

‘Oh, that’s only fun. If you like, I’U show you some others. 

Real ones.’ , . • 

There was an exquisite youthfulness about him; it was a 

though a sort of boiling agitation inside liiin were shaking 
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the lid of his reserve in a kind of passionate stammer. I 
thought it the most charming thing in the world. 

Just then, the lesson-bell rang and put an end to our talk. 

I had had my fill of joy for that day. But on the following 
days there was a sad falling off. What had happened ? Louis 
did not speak to me; he seemed to have forgotten me. I tliink 
it was a kind of lover-like bashfulness that made him want 
to keep our budding friendship a secret from the others. But 
I did not understand it so; I was jealous of Glatron, Gouvy, 
Brocchi, to whom I saw him talking; but I would not go 
near them; it was not so much timidity that kept me back 
as pride; I disliked mixing with the others and could not 
brook that Louis should treat me as one of them. I watched 
for a chance of catching him alone; one soon turned up. 

I have said already that Louis was fond of fighting; a.s, 
however, though hot-tempered he was not very strong, he 
often got the worst of it. The sparring matches between the 
boys at the £cole Alsacienne had nothing very ferocious 
about them; they were very different from the brutal ragging 
that went on at the Montpellier lyc^e. But Louis was a tease, 
inclined to be provoking, and as soon as he was touched, 
fighting like a wild-cat; and his clothes were sometimes very 
touch the worse for it. On that particular day, he had lost his 
oap in the fray; it flew off into the distance and landed near 
toe; I picked it up surreptitiously and hid it under my coat 
wth the intention of taldng it back to him after school. (He 
lived almost next door.) 

*He will certainly be touched by my attention,* I thought 
to myself; ‘I expect he will ask me in. I shall begin by re- 
using. And then I shall go in after all. We shall talk. Perhaps 

e will read me some of his verses.’ 

All this was when lessons were over. I let the others go 
® went out last. Louis was walking ahead of me, with- 
out looking round; and as soon as he got into the street, he 
^tock^ed his pace; I did the same. He reached his door, I 
^ bim disappear into a dark passage, and when I followed 
to, I heard his footsteps on the stairs. He lived on the 
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second floor. He reached the landing, rang the bell . . . Then, 
quick, before the door should open and shut again between 
us, I called out in a voice I struggled to make friendly, but 
which was choking with emotion : 

■Hullo, Louis ! I’ve brought you your cap.’ 

But from the top of the stairs, two stories high, these 
crushing words dropped down on to my poor little hopes : 
‘All right. Leave it with the concierge.’ 

My disappointment did not last long. Two days later a 
heart to heart talk put an end to it; this was followed by 
many others, and it was not long before I had fallen into the 
habit of going to Louis’ home after afternoon school as often 
and for as long a time as our home work pennitted. My 
mother had asked to know the new friend whose praises I 
was always singing. How I trembled when I took hun for the 
first time to the Rue de Commaille. Supposing he did not 

find favour! 

Louis’ good manners, however, his tact, and his politeness 
reassured me as soon as I had introduced him, and I had die 
immense pleasure of hearing my mother say after he had 

gone: 

‘Your friend has excellent manners.’ Then, sotto voce, as 

to herself : 'which surprises me/ she added. 

‘Why?’ I asked nervously. 

‘Didn’t you tell me he had lost both his parents early and 

that he lived with his elder brother?’ ^ 

'That seems to show his good manners come natural y. 
But mamma was set on education. She made a liU 
gesture with her hand (something like her sister’s) which 
meant : 'I know very well what I could answer, but I prefa 
not to discuss the matter.’ Tl.en in order to be conciliatory, 


’"’^At'fny rate, his manners are certainly very distinguished/ 
Shortly after this presentation, Louis invited me to spend 
a Sunday with l.im in tlie country. We might go to the 
Meudon woods, for instance; it Ls true they were already a 
familiar to me as the Luxembourg Gardens, but our youthfu 



friendship would somehow make them seem as full of mys- 
terious windings as the Labyrinth. The only dark spot in this 
plan was that I had promised to bring some of my own verses 
to show Louis. My verses ! It was considerably stretching a 
point to speak of them as existing ; a desire for poetry, indeed, 
never ceased tormenting me, but no muse ever wore heavier 
shackles than mine. In reality, my whole efifort was centred 
upon translating into verse thoughts to which I attached far 
too much importance - in the style of Sully Prudhomme, 
about whom I was besotted at that time, and whose 
example and teaching were the very most pernicious a senti- 
mental schoolboy like myself could follow. I was horribly 
tampered by the rhymes. Instead of letting them escort, 
guide, and support me, I exhausted all my emotion search- 
ing for them, and so far had never made a success of a single 
piece. The Saturday before our expedition, I struggled in 
vain - how despairingly ! - to get beyond the second verse 
of a poem that began in this way : 

I tried to speak — he would twt understand. 

I told him that I loved him and he smiled . . . 


The rest of it was no good and this enraged me. But in 
order to account for my failure to Louis, I told lum that my 
''^bole heart was taken up by a book - the idea of a book - 
^ch entirely absorbed me to the neglect of everything else. 
This was Andri Walter which I had already begun to write, 
&nd into which I poured all my questionings, all the thoughts 
^d feelings that divided and disturbed and perplexed 
- and above all my love, which was the very pivot of 
Ihe book and round which I made everything else gravitate. 

This book rose before me blocking out my view of the 
mture so utterly that it was impossible for me to conceive I 
should ever get past it. I could not somehow think of it as my 
book, but as my only one, and imagined nothing beyond 
I felt it would consume my substance utterly ; after it, lay 
cath, madness, some kind of dreadful void towards which I 
myself rushing as well as precipitating my hero. And 
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soon I no longer knew which of us two was leading the other ; 
there was nothing in hiin indeed which I had not first felt 
myself, nothing, so to speak, I had not made trial of on my 
own person; but often too it was I who drove my double 
before me and rashly followed after; and it was his madness 
in which I was preparing to founder. 

It was not till a year later that I was able really to harness 
myself to this book; but I got into the habit of keeping a 
diary from a desire to give some fonn to my vague agitation; 
and many pages of this diary were copied straight into the 
Cahiers. The very serious drawback to the state of preoccu- 
pation in which I then lived was that all my attentive facul- 
ties were absorbed by introspection; I wrote, and wished to 
write, nothing that was not intimate; I disdained history and 
considered events impertinent and disturbing intruders. To- 
day, when there is perhaps nothing that I admire more than 
a good narrative, 1 am filled with irritation as I re-read my 
Andre Walter; but at that time, far from understanding that 
art can only live and have its being in tlie particular, I held 
that it should be removed from all contingencies, considered 
any definition of outlines to be contingent and aspired only 

after the quintessential. 

If Pierre Louis had encouraged me in this sense, I should 
have been lost. Fortunately, he took good care not to, being 
as much an artist as I was a musician. It is impossible to 
imagine two natures more dissimilar, and it was for this 
reason I found his company so extraordinarily profitable. But 
we had not as yet learnt how unlike we were. An equal love 
for art and letters united us; we thought (were we wrong.) 

that this love was the only thing tliat mattered. 

The following year parted us. Georges Louis settled a 
Passv Mv friend Pierre went to the Lycce Janson for his last 

year’s schooling. As for me, I decided, I don’t f 
why to leave the £cole Alsacienne for the Lycce Hcnn IV. 
Dr rather I decided to attend no more lectures, but to pre- 
nare my examination by myself, with the help of some private 
coaching. I wished and intended that the Philosophy class 
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should be my initiation to wisdom, and in my opinion this 
necessitated solitude. No sooner was my first term over than 
I cut the /yeee. 


9 

My story has so carried me along that I have failed to speak 
of Anna’s death in its proper place. It was in May 1884 tliat 
she left us. My mother and I had taken her ten days before 
to the nursing-home in the Rue de Chalgrin, where she was 
to be operated on for a tumour that had been disfi^ring and 
oppressing her for some time past. I left her in a bttle clean, 
bare, cheerless room, and never saw her again. The opera- 
tion, it is true, was successful, but left her too weak to re- 
cover; Anna took leave of life in her own modest way, so 
quickly and unobtrusively that no one noticed she was dying, 
but only that she was dead. I was extremely affected by the 
thought that neither my mother nor I was with her at the 
end, that she did not say goodbye to us and that there were 
only strange faces to meet her dying eyes. I was haunted for 
weeks and months by the anguish of her solitude. I imagined 
- I heard - that loving soul of hers utter its last despairing 
cry and sink back again, forsaken by all but God; and it is 
that cry that re-echoes in the last pages of my Porte Ittroite. 

As soon as I had finished my year of Rhitorique, Albert 
Demarest proposed to paint my portrait. I have already said 
that I had a kind of tender and passionate admiration for my 
cousin; he stood in my eyes for art, courage, and liberty; but 
though he showed me the greatest affection, I was never 
wholly saUsfied, and kept measuring the little space I occu- 
pied in his heart and thoughts in an impatient desire to find 
some way of increasing his interest in me. No doubt Albert’s 
desire to moderate my feelings was as great as mine to 
exaggerate them. I vaguely suffered from his reserve, and 
I cannot help thinking to-day that he would have done me 
a greater service by breaking through it 
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His proposal surprised me. At first it was merely a matter 
of posing for a picture he wanted to send to the Salon, in 
which there was the figure of a violinist. Albert armed me 
with a violin and bow, and for several long sittings I crooked 
my fingers over the strings and struggled to shadow forth tlie 

soul of the violin and my own. 

‘Try to look agonized !’ he said. And indeed it was not 
difficult, for the strained position very soon became a torture 
to maintain. My bent arm grew numb and tlie bow threat- 
ened to drop from my fingers. 

‘A rest now ! I see you’re exhausted.’ 

But I was afraid I should never get the right pose again, 


if once I gave it up. 

'No, no. I can hold out a little longer. Goon.’ 

But an instant later, the bow dropped. Albert put down 
his palette and brushes and we began to talk. He told me the 
history of his life. My uncle and aunt liad for a long tune 
crossed his wish to take up painting as a profession, so that he 
had not begun to work seriously till very late. Now, at forty, 
he was still feeling his way, stumbling, hesitating, continually 
retracing his footsteps, never advancing except over ground 
he had already covered. Quick to feel, but with a heavy and 
awkward brush, he painted nothing that was not lamentably 
inferior to his real self; he was conscious of his own defi- 
ciencies, but the wild hope that the very excess of his emotion 
would enable him to overcome them filled him with excit^ 
ment every time he began a fresh picture^ In a ^ntbhng 
voice and with tears in his eyes, he would describe Ins sub- 
ject’ and make me promise not to mention “ 

Albert’s subjects had not as a rule much to do with painting 
lines and colours were called in to his assistance and h 
despair at finding them so unmanageable was great. H 

tremois and misgivings, in spite of all tiis 

fest and gave his pictures, independently of what he wanted 

,o say in them, a sort of touching grace winch was rea y 

their most valuable quality. With a little more ^ 

a little more ingenuity, his very awkwardnesses miglit liave 
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stood him in good stead; but. out of conscientiousness and 
modesty, he took the utmost pains to correct them and merely 
succeeded in making his first channing impulses look com- 
monplace. In spite of my inexperience at that time, I was 
obliged to acknowledge that Albert, notwithstanding all the 
treasures of his heart, did not figure ^ a hero in the world of 
art; but in those days, I too believed in the sovereign efficacy 
of emotion and shared his hope of suddenly seeing one of his 
‘subjects’ blossom out into a triumphant success. 

‘You see,’ he said, ‘I should like to put into painting the 
feeling that Schumann expresses in his Mondnacht. This is 
my idea : there will be a kind of lull with the recumbent 
figure of a woman, veiled in the mists of the setting sun, and 
with arms outstretched towards a winged creature flying 
down to her. I should Uke to put into the quivering of the 
angel’s wings’ - here his hands imitated the beating of wings 
- ‘something tender and passionate like the melody. And he 
sang: 

Es war ah halt der Himmel 
Die Erde still gekusst . . . 

Then he showed me some sketches for the picture, in 
which a plentiful allowance of clouds concealed as best tliey 
could the figures of the angel and woman - or in other words 
“ the inadequacy of the drawing. 

‘Of course,’ he said, by way of excuse and comment, I 
shall have to work from models.’ Then he added with a wor- 
ried look : ‘You can’t think what a nuisance tlie question of 
models is in our profession. To begin with, they are horribly 
expensive . . 

Here I must open a parenthesis : after the death of his 
father, Albert would have been very comfortably off if he 
fiad not secretly undertaken certain private responsibilities 
of which I must now speak, and the fear of not being equal to 
ffiem constantly harrassed and obsessed him. This fear of 
ej^ense, indeed, was part of his nature; he had never been 

without it 
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‘It’s no good,’ he used to say : ‘I can’t help it. I have always 
been sparing. It’s a fault I’m ashamed of, but I have never 
been able to cure myself of it. When I went to Algeria twenty 
years ago, I took with me a little sum of money I had set 
aside for the journey; my fear of spending too much was so 
great that I brought almost tlie whole of it back; like a fool, 
I denied my'self every pleasure while I was out there.’ 

In a person so fundamentally generous, this was certainly 
not avarice, but rather a fonn of modesty. And every penny 
he spent on his painting (for he was never sure of selling) was 
a matter of self-reproach to him. In his anxiety not to waste 
his canvas or use too many paints, he stinted himself miser- 
ably. He stinted himself above all over his models. 

‘And then,’ he went on, ‘I can never find models to suit 
me ; not exactly ; they are people who never understand what 
you want of them. You can’t imagine how stupid they are. 
They never manage to look as you wish them to. There are 
painters, I know, who interpret; and others who don’t care 
a straw for the sentunent of the thing. As for me, I’m always 
hampered by what I see. And on the odier hand I haven t 
ima^nation enough to do without a model altogether ... 
Ancf then - it’s ridiculous, I know - but all the time they re 
sitting I’m worried by the fear of tiring them; I keep want- 
ing to’ask them to rest the whole time, and it’s aU I can do 

'^^uUhe chief difficulty was one that Albert did not dare 
tell anyone and which I only came to understand two years 
later For fifteen years, unknown to all his own people and 
even to his brother, Albert had been Uving witli a young 
woman whom he regarded as his wife, and whose love was 
jealous enough to dislike his shutting himself up for hours 
with a model presumably young and pretty, and as scantily 
clothed as was necessary for the angel form of Mondnacht. 

Poor dear Albert ! I don’t know wliich of us was the more 
moved the day he confided to me the history of his double 
life. His love was perfectly pure, noble, and faithful - per- 
fectly unassuming too and unselfish. He had set up the 
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woman whom he already called his wife and whom he after- 
wards married, in a little flat in the Rue Denfert, where he 
did his utmost to surround her with every comfort; she, on 
her side, did her utmost to add to their scanty income by 
doing fine needlework and embroidery. When he introduced 
me into their home, what chiefly struck me in my cousin 
Marie, was her extreme distinction; her beautiful, patient, 
grave face bent pensively over her stitching in the dim light 
of her room; she never spoke but in a whisper; noise seemed 
to startle her as much as daylight; and I think it was out of 
humility that she did not ask Albert to legalize their union, 
which had long ago been blessed by the birth of a little girl. 
Albert, in spite of his Herculean appearance, was the most 
timid of creatures. He shrank from grieving his mother by 
what she would have certainly considered an unsuitable mar- 
riage. He was afraid of any and every hostile criticism, and 
more especially of his sister-in-law’s; or rather, he dreaded 
the cloud it might cast over his family life. Frank and honest 
though he was, he preferred tlie underhand and crooked 
dealings into which he was forced by this false situation. And 
his scrupulous nature made him all the more particular not 
to let anything interfere with what he considered his duty to 
his mother, so that his heart and time were continually 
divided and he spent his whole life standing first on one leg 
and then on the other. My aunt, whose sole companion he 
had been ever since his father’s death and my other cousins’ 
marriages, treated him like a big, feckless baby, and was con- 
vinced he could not get on without her; he dined with her 
one evening out of two and never spent the night outside his 
mothers house. In order to preserve his secret, Albert used 
the pretext of a friendship, which, truth to tell, absorbed him 
almost as much as his love; but the former was a recognized 
and admitted thing, upon which his mother actually looked 
with some favour. Whenever Albert did not Uke a meal at 
home, he was supposed to be taking it with his friend Simon: 
» always with him that he was supposed to be spending 
ms time. Monsieur Simon was unmarried and the friendship 
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of these two old bachelon seemed above suspicion. The same 
excuse served to cloak Albert’s long absences and his conjugal 
outings during the summer months, which my aunt spent at 
La Roque or Cuverville. 

ficlouard Simon was a Jew; but, except perhaps for his 
features, his racial characteristics could not, I think, have 
been less marked ; or perhaps I was too young to recognize 
them. He lived in a very modest style, though he was far from 
ill off: but the only thing he cared for, the only thing he 
wanted, was to be of help to others. He had formerly been 
an engineer, but had retired long before this time, and for 
many years past his only profession had been philanthropy. 
Equally in touch with workmen in want of a job and em- 
ployers in want of workmen, he had organized a kind of frw 
employment agency in his own house. His day was spent in 
visits to the poor, interviews, and engagements of vanous 
sorts. It was less, I think, the love of individual men tiat 
actuated him than tlie love of humanity at large and the sti 
more abstract love of justice. His charity had the appearance 
of a social duty; and this is really a very Jewish trait. 

Confronted by a life of such active practical virtue an 
its evident results, poor Albert felt ashamed of his daydreams, 
which his friend, it had to be admitted, was incapa e o 
understanding. 

T need encouragement - support,’ Albert would say^ Y- 
‘Edouard pretends to take an interest in what I ain oing, 
but it is only because he is fond of me; in reality, he on) 
sy^npathizes with what is useful. Oh, I should have to 
a chef-d’oeuvre to make me feel I’m not utterly wort i ^ ’ 

Then he would pass his huge, veined, hairy hand over 
forehead, which was beginning to grow bald, and a 
later I saw his shaggy eyebrows all ruffled and tears stan 

in his big kind eyes. tVs of 

I was perliaps not very sensitive at first to the oau i ^ ^ 

painting - certainly sculpture appealed to me more - 
had such a wish, such a longing to understand, that my s ^ 
soon became sharpened. One day that Albert la 
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photograph lying on the table in order to test me, he was 
delighted because at the first glance I recognized it to be a 
drawing of Fragonard’s; and then in my turn I was aston- 
ished at his astonishment, for it seemed to me impossible that 
anyone should mistake it. He nodded his head and smiled as 
he looked at me. 

‘I must take you to the chiefs,’ he said at last. ‘It will 
amuse you to see his studio.’ 

Albert had been one of Jean-Paul Laurens’ pupils, and 
always called him tlie ‘chief, regarding him with the feelings 
of a dog, a son, and an apostle. Jean-Paul Laurens lived at 
that time in a somewhat incommodious apartment with two 
large studios attached to it, one arranged as a drawing-room 
where Madame Laurens received her guests, and the otlier 
in which the ‘chief worked. Every Tuesday evening, the cur- 
tains between the two studios were drawn. Only a few inti- 
mates came to these weekly evenings - old pupils for the most 
part; there was a little music; there was talk; everytliing was 
as cordial and simple as could be; it was nevertlieless with a 
beating heart that I first entered a world so different from 
any I had ever known . . . Harmony, severe, purple, dusky, 
surrounded m^ at first with an almost religious awe; here, 
everything I saw seemed sootliing to the eyes and mind, and 
conducive to some delicious kind of studious contemplation. 
That day, my eyes were suddenly opened, and I tlien and 
there realized the ugliness of my mother’s rooms; I felt as if 
some of it must be clinging about me, and the sensation of 
my unworthiness was so strong that I believe I should have 
fainted from shame and shyness, if it had not been for my old 
schoolfellow, Jean-Paul Laurens’ eldest son, who with the 
greatest cordiality tried to put me at my ease. 

Paul-AJbert and I were exactly the same age; but my 
school career had been so constantly interrupted that I had 
long since lost sight of him - ever since the time, indeed, when 
we had been in the lowest class together. I remembered him 
^ a charming, imruly dunce. He used to sit on one of the 
back benches and spend his whole tune in class covering his 
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copybooks with fantastic drawings, which I thought perfect 
niar\’els. Sometimes I got myself punished on purpose, so 
that I miglu have the pleasure of being sent to sit beside him. 
He used the chewed end of his pen-holder, dipped in ink, as 
a paint-brush; he was so absorbed in his work as to have 
ever^’ appearance of diligence, but if the master ever took it 
into his head to ask him a question, Paul looked so startled, 
so dazed, and so wild-eyed, that the whole class would burst 
out laughing. I was certainly glad to meet him again and be 
remembered by him, but I was still more tormented by the 
fear that he would take me for a bourgeois. Since sitting for 
Albert (he had just finished my portrait) I had become very 
much taken up with my personal appearance ; my desire to 
look exactly what I felt my-self to be, what I wanted myself 
to be - namely, an artist - was so great tliat it prevented me 
from having any existence of my own and turned me into a 
poseur. Looking into the mirror of a little bureau at which 1 
worked (it had come to us from Anna and my mother had 
had it put into my room), I used to gaze unwearyingly at my 
own features, study them, train tliem like an actor, try to 
catch on my lips and in my eyes tlie expression of all the pas- 
sions I longed to feel. Above all things, I wished to make 
myself loved; I gave my soul in exchange. In those days, I 
could not write “ I had almost said think - or so I fancied, 
apart from this little mirror; in order to become aware of my 
emotions, of my thoughts even, 1 must first, I fancied, read 
them in my eyes . . . Like Narcissus, I hung over my own 
image, and all the sentences I wrote at that time have become 

a little deflected by that unnatural attitude. 

My acquaintance with Paul Laurens soon ripened into 
friendship. I will put off speaking of tliat, however, till I 
come to the journey we made together a year or tWo later. I 
must now return to Albert. 

It was not only affection that made Albert confide in me. 
He had another motive which he soon confessed. His daugh- 
ter was now twelve years old and ver>’ musical. Albert, whose 
fingers were as clumsy on the piano as his paint-brushes on 
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the canvas, imagined he might make up for his own failure 
in her person; his hopes and ambitions were shifted on to 
Antoinette. 

f ‘I want to make a pianist of her,’ he said. It will console 
me. I suffered too much from not having worked when 1 was 

young. It is time for her to begin.’ 

Now my mother’s eyes had at last been opened to the fact 
that the piano-lessons I had so far been given were most 
inadequate and that I might very well profit by something 
better. Some eighteen months earlier, therefore, she had en- 

I trusted my musical education to Marc de la Nux, a master 
of the utmost talent, with whom I immediately made 
astonishing progress. Albert asked me if I would in my turn 
give my little cousin lessons and so pass on to her some re- 
flection of Monsieur de la Nux’s brilliant teacliing; he was 
afraid of applying to the master himself on account of the 
expense. I began my task at once, much puffed up by the 
importance of my role, and by Albert’s confidence, which 1 
did my best to deserve. These lessons, which I gave twice a 
week for two years and which I made it a point of honour 
not to miss, were of as much profit to me as to my pupil, who 
finally passed into the hands of de la Nux himself. If I ever 
had to earn my living, I should become a teacher, a piano 
teacher for choice; I have a passion for teacliing and, if only 
the pupil is worth taking trouble with, incxliaustible patience. 

I have more than once made the experiment and am vain 
enough to believe that my lessons were as good as those of the 
best masters. If I have said nothing as yet of what Monsieur 
de la Nux’s lessons did for me, it is because I was afraid of 
being too diffuse, but the moment has now come. 

Mademoiselle de GoeckUn’s, Monsieur Schifinacker s, and 
especially Monsieur Merriman’s lessons had been more repel- 
lent than I can well say. From time to time, I saw Monsieur 
Dorval, who took care that the ‘sacred fire’, as he called it, 
should keep burning; but even if they had been regular, his 
lessons would never have taken me very far. Monsieur Dorval 
was too egotistical to teach well. But what a pianist Monsieur 
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de la Nux might have made of me, if only I had gone to him 
earlier! Unfortunately, my mother shared the prevalent 
opinion that in the first stages all masters are equally good. 
From the very first lesson, Marc de la Nux started on a 
radical reform. I was under the impression that I had no 
musical memory, or very little; I could never learn anything 
by heart except by repeating it over and over again, con- 
stantly referring to the music, and feeling lost as soon as I took 
my eyes off it. De la Nux set to work in such a way that in a 
few weeks I was able to play several of Bach’s fugues without 
once opening the book; and I remember my astonishment 
when I discovered that the one I was playing in G sharp, was 
really in D flat. His teaching gave everything life and clear- 
ness, made everything fall in with the harmonic necessities, 
subtly decomposed and recomposed whatever was obscure; 
at last I understood. I imagine it must have been with some- 
thing of the same transport tliat the Apostles felt the Holy 
Ghost descend upon them. Up till then, it seemed to me, I 
had done nothing but repeat without comprehension the 
sounds of some divine language, which now I had suddenly 
become capable of speaking. Every note now had its own 
significance, became a word. With what enthusiasm I prac- 
tised ! I was filled with such zeal that the most unattractive 
exercises were my favourites. One day, after my lesson, when 
I had made way for the next pupil, I waited on tlje landing 
outside to listen to him; the door was shut, but it did not 
prevent me from hearing. He was probably no older than I 
and was studying the same piece - Schumann’s gieat Fan- 
tasia; he played it with a vigour, a brilliancy, a certainty 
which were stiU far beyond me, and I sat on the stairs a long 
while, sobbing witli jealousy. 

Monsieur de la Nux seemed to take the greatest pleasure 
in teaching me, and his lessons often lasted long after tlie 
allotted hour. It was not till later that I heard he had tried 
to persuade my mother that it would be worth while my 
sacrificing the rest of my education, of which, according to 
him, I had had quite enough, and devoting myself to music; 
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he begged her to let him undertake me entirely. My mother 
had hesitated, had had recourse to Albert’s advice, and finally 
had taken upon herself to refuse, thinking there was some- 
thing better for me to do in life than interpret other people’s 
works; and she begged Monsieur de la Nux not to mention 
his proposal to me (I should say it was entirely disinterested) 
so that I might not be upset by vain hopes and ambitions. It 
was not till years after that I learnt all this from Albert, when 
it was too late to go back on the decision. 

In the course of the four years I spent under Monsieur de 
la Nux, a great intimacy sprang up between us. Even after 
he had stopped giving me lessons (to my immense regret he 
told me one day that he had taught me to do without him, 
and all my protests could not persuade him to go on with 
lessons he thought useless), I still continued to visit him 
frequently. I had a kind of worship for him, the same respect- 
ful, humble affection which I had a little later for Mallarme 
and which I never felt for any but these two. Both the one 
and the other were in my eyes the personification of saint- 
liness in one of its rarest forms. I looked up to them with all 
the ingenuous reverence of youth. 

Marc de la Nux was not only a teacher; his personality 
was one of the most striking I ever met with and his whole 
life admirable. He took me into his confidence and I made 
notes of many of the conversations I had with him, especially 
towards the end of his Hfe; I still think them of extreme 
interest, but there is no room for them here and I can only 

give a very rapid sketch of him. 


Marc de la Nux was bom in Reunion Island like his 
cousin, Leconte de Lisle. It was to his West Indian origin, 
no doubt, that he owed his thick, almost frizzy hair (which 
he wore rather long and tossed back from hU forehead) his 
olive complexion and dreamy eyes. His whole personality was 

^ listlessness. HU hand, unlike 
the hand of any other pianist I have ever known melted in 

made of the same boneless stuff. While giving his lessons he 




used either to pace up and down or lean against a grand 
piano he kept in the room but did not use for practising. He 
would stand with his elbows on this, stooping forward, his 


prominent forehead resting on one hand. He wore a long, 
tight-fitting frock-coat of a romantic cut, a high collar and 
a muslin cravat wound twice round his neck and tied high 
up in a tiny bow ; in certain lights, which showed up his high 
cheekbones and the hollow of his cheeks, he was extra- 
ordinarily like Delacroix’ portrait of himself. At times a kind 
of inspiration, of enthusiasm, possessed him, and then his face 
was really beautiful. He rarely consented - from a feeling of 
modesty, I think - to sit down to the piano, or if he did, only 
for a passing illustration ; on the other hand (with me, at any 
rate), he liked taking out a violin which he usually kept 
hidden away, declaring he was very bad at it, though in tlie 
sonatas we read together he played his part much better than 
I did mine. I shall say notliing here of his crankiness, for it 
would lead me too far, but I cannot resist giving one little 


example, whicli paints the whole man. 

He thought his grandchildren were very badly brought up. 
Tor instance,’ he said, as he opened his heart to me, 1 
just give you <in exauiple : little Mtfin spends the n.ght l.ere 
every Wednesday (she was the ypunger of Ins two grand- 
daughters). There was a clock in the room she 

she Lmplained of it ; she said the nck.ng 

sleeping. Do you know what Madame de la Nux dtd? h 

took th! clock away. What do you think of that ? It spbsurd 

How will the child ever get accustomed to It. 

And this reminds .ne of a delightful say.ng of Madeno s^lte 
de Marcillac’s, one day when I dropped m ' 

Geneva in the middle of a party of old 
was talking of her little niece and say.ng she had a p^t 
Toaor of Lkchafer grubs - tho.se h.g w'>'.e n.aggo^. 
mother was detennined she should con<iuer tins 

‘Do you know what she did? She actually made the poo 


cliilcl eat them !’ 
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*601,’ cried Mademoiselle de Marcillac, 'it was enough to 
give her a loathing of them for the rest of her life !’ 

Perhaps the connexion is not very clear. Well, never 
mind ! 

The £cole Alsacienne, though excellent in the lower 
classes, was supposed at that time to be less good in the 
higher. Rhetorique did at a pinch, but my mother was 
advised that it would be better for me to attend my philo- 
sophie at one of the regular lyc^es and she decided on the 
Lycee Henri IV. I myself, however, had resolved to prepare 
my next examinations alone or with the help of a few private 
I^sons. {Had I not once before made good five years’ want 
of schooling by two years’ work of this kind at home?) The 
smdy of philosophy «emed to me then to require an atmos- 
phere of quiet meditation impossible to find in a public 
school and among a mixed company of schoolfellows. So at 
the end of my third month at the lych, I left it. Monsieur 
L~ whose lectures I had attended at Henri IV, undertook 
0 guide me through the labyrinth of metaphysics and to 
verlook my work. He was a small man - in his mind, that 

d set, his flat, dead voice was enough to nip the greenest 
and most promising of thoughts in the bud ; but even before 
he began to express the thought he was dealing with one 

*at only in the foiro of a bare concept could it find any 
place m a mind as barren as his . . . His teaching was the 
quintessence of dullness. It gave me the same feeling of dis- 
Ulusionment I had experienced before over Monsieur Couve’s 
Confirmation classes. What ! was this the exalted science I 
lech 'llumination of my life - the intel- 

universe? . . I consoled myself with Schopenhauer I 
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school withother masters whom I greatly preferred-Spinoza, 
Descartes, Leibnitz, and last but not least, Nietzsche; I think, 
in fact, that I freed myself from Schopenhauer’s influence 
pretty soon; but it is to him I owe my initiation into philo- 
sophy, and to him alone. 

I failed in June in the second part of my baccalaureaty 
but managed to scrape through in the following May. This, 
I considered, brought the first part of my education to an 
end. I had no desire to push it any further, or to go in for any 
more examinations, eidier in law or letters, and resolved to 
launch out on my own career at once. My mother, never- 
theless, extracted a promise from me to go on working with 
Monsieur Dietz for another year. No matter ! from that 
moment I felt strangely free, without encumbrances or pecu- 
niary anxieties of any kind - at that age, indeed, I had veiy 
little conception of what it would be like to be obliged to 
earn one’s living. But no; not free, for I was bound both by 
my love and by the book which, as I have already said, I was 
planning, and which I looked upon as the most imperious of 

duties. 

Another resolution I had taken was to marry my cousm 
as soon as possible. My book seemed to me at tunes to be 
nothing but a long declaration, a profession of love; I meant 
it to be so noble, so pathetic, so peremptory, that when it 
was published our parents would withdraw their objections 
to our marriage and Emmanuele would no longer refuse me 
her hand. Meantime, my uncle, her father, bad just died 

from a stroke; she and I, as we watched at ^ 

bent over him in his last moments, had been brought very 
near together. This loss, I thouglit, was a final consecration 


of our engagement. , 

But though my spiritual needs were so urgent I kne 

well enough that my book was not yet mature, that I was not 

yet capable of writing it; and so it was without too muc 

impatience that I looked forward to some further months ot 

study training, and preparation - and especially to more 

^eadmg (I used to devour a book a day). A short journey 
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between whiles, my mother thought, would be a profitable 
way of spending the holidays ; I thought so too ; but we agreed 
less well when it came to deciding where I should go. 
Mamma voted for Switzerland; she consented to letting me 
travel without her, but not entirely by myself. When she sug- 
gested my joining a party of tourists belonging to the Alpine 
Club, I flatly declared that such companionship would drive 
me crazy, and moreover that I had taken a violent dislike to 
Switzerland; it was to Brittany I wanted to go, with a bag 
on my back and no companions at all. My mother began by 
saying such a thing was out of the question. I called Albert in 
to the rescue, feeling sure that since he had made me read 
Flaubert’s Par les Champs et par les Greves^ he would under- 
stand my wishes and plead in my favour ... My mother 
yielded at last; but she was determined, if not to go with me, 
at least to follow me. It was agreed we should meet at differ- 
ent halting-places every two or tliree days. 

I kept a journal of my trip and a few pages of it were 
published in a review called La Wallonie; but they had to 
be considerably re-handled, for even at that time I had the 
^eatwt difficulty in combing out my thoughts. Moreover I 
thought anything I could express easily must be common- 
^ace and uninte^ting. Other recollections of thU trip may 

therefore to say anything more about it here. There is one 
incident, however, I will recall : 

Ou^bTon'f by ^hort stages from 

Qu.beron to Quimper. when I came one evening to a little 

vnllage calW. I Unnk, Le Pouldu. It consisted of no more 

than four houses, two of which were inns; I thought the 

humbler of the two the more charming, and I wenUnto it 

was very thinty A servant-girl showed me into a white- 

-ner was I alone, than I ran^^ 
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them round one after the other, and gazed at them with in- 
creasing amazement ! I was under the impression they were 
mere cliildish daubs, but their colours were so bright, so indi- 
vidual and so gay that all desire to continue my walk left me. 
I wanted to see what kind of artists were capable of produc- 
ing such amusing freaks; I gave up my first plan of reaching 
Hennebon that evening, engaged a room and inquired what 
time dinner was. 

‘Do you wish to dine by yourself or in the same room as 
the other gentlemen?’ asked the maidservant. 

‘The other gentlemen’ were the painters of the canvases; 
there were three of them and they soon made their appear- 
ance with their easels and paintboxes. Needless to say I had 
asked to dine when they did - that is, if they had no objection. 
Tliey soon made it very obvious they were not in the least put 
out by my presence, by showing not the least concern for it. 
They were all three barefooted, in brazen dishabille, and 
with clarion voices. During the whole of dinner, I sat gasping 
with excitement, drinking in their words, longing to speak to 
them, to tell them who I was, to find out who they were and 
to tell the tail one with light eyes that the tune he was singing 
at the top of his voice and in which the others joined m 
chorus, was not Massenet, as he thought, but Bizet. 

I met one of them later on at Mallanne’s - it was Gaui^in. 
The other was Serusier. 1 failed to identify the third - Filiger, 

I think. 

I spent that autumn and winter doing some trifling work 
for Dietz, paying visits, talking to Pierre Louis, and making 
plans for a review over which we spent our impatient ardour. 
In the spring, I felt the moment had come; but in order to 
write my book, I had to have solitude. I found some tem- 
porary lodgings in a little hotel on the liny lake of Pierrc- 
fonds. But before two days had gone by, Pierre Louis 
unearthed me and I was obliged logo further afield. I started 
for Grenoble and searched the neighbourhood from Unage 
to Saint Pierre de Chartreuse, and from Alicvard to - I have 
forgotten where; most of the hotels were still shut, the chalets 
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vycic let, and I was beginning to despair when I discovered, 
near Annecy and almost on the banks of the lake at Menthon, 
a charming cottage, surrounded with orchards, the owner of 
which agreed to let me two rooms by the month. I arranged 
the larger one as a study and sent to Annecy for a piano, 
feeling it impossible to live without music. I took my meals 
in a kind of summer restaurant on the borders of the lake, 
where, thanks to the earliness of the season, I was the only 
guest for a whole month. Monsieur Taine lived near by. I 
had just discovered his Philosophie de I’ Art and his Littira- 
ture Anglaise’f but I refrained from going to see him, partly 
from shyness, and partly for fear of being distracted from my 
work. In the complete solitude in which 1 lived, I succeeded 
in raising my fervour to white heat and in maintaining my- 
self in the state of ecstatic inspiration which I considered the 
only fitting one in which to write. 

When I open my Cahiers d’Andr^ Walter to-day their 
inspired tone exasperates me. I was fond at that time of using 
words that leave imagination full licence, such as indefinite 
infimte, inexpressible; I called them in to my assistance just 
as Albert had recourse to mists to hide those parts of his 
model he found a difficulty in drawing. The facts that words 
of this kind abound m German made me consider it a par- 
ticularly poetical language. I did not realize till much later 
that the distinctive characteristic of the French language is 
Its striving after precision. Except for the light the Cahiers 
cast on the une^y mysticism of my youth, there are very few 
passages of this book I should wish to preserve. And yet at the 
me I wrote .t. I thought this book one of the most important 

of Tosf ’ '‘'P'Ctog a psychological crisis 

hl^ reTL®“T “O^cntous interest; how could I 

yet, as I was obhged to acknowledge, the state of chastity 
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was an insidious and precarious one; as every other relief was 
denied me, I fell again into the vice of my early childhood 
and every time I fell, I despaired afresh. With a great deal 
of love, music, metaphysics, and poetry, this was the subject 
of my book. 

I liave already said that I saw nothing beyond it; it was 
not only my first book, it was my Summa ; with it, I thought, 
my life must be completed and concluded. But yet at 
moments, iny soul freed itself with an exultant bound from 
the moribund weight it had too long dragged behind it, and 
leaving my hero to founder in his madness, caught glimpses 
of dazzling possibilities. I imagined a series of Lay Sermons, 
in the style of Father Gretry’s Sources, in which, after an 
immense detour right round the world, I should lead the 
most recalcitrant souls back to the God of the Gospels (who 
w'as not quite what fjeople usually imagined, as I should 
demonstrate in a sequel, which would be more purely reli- 
gious). I also planned a talc, inspired by Anna’s death, which 
was to be called The Essay of Holy Dying, and whicli after- 
wards became the Porte Etroite. Finally, I began to have a 
suspicion that the world was vast and that I knew nothing 

of it. 

I remember a long walk I took one day beyond the further 
end of the lake; I was both exalted and exasperated by my 
solitude; the longing of my heart, as I strode quickly along 
(.so quickly that 1 seemed to myself to be flying - I was really 
almost i-unning) was .so vehement that I called aloud for a 
comrade whose passionate enthusiasm should be twin brother 
to mine, and I told him what I felt, and spoke to him aloud, 
and broke into sobs because he was not with me. I decided 
tliat Paul Laurens should be this comrade (though at the 
time I scarcely knew him, for what I have said about luin 
and my introduction to his fatlier's studio must be referred 
to a later date) and foresaw in an extraordinary flash tl.at we 
should one day set off alone together to follow tl.c call ot 

the road. 
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When, towards the end of summer, I returned to Paris, my 
book was finished. Albert, to whom I immediately read it, 
was dismayed by its immoderate piety and the abundance of 
Scriptural quotations. How abundant they were may be 
judged from what still remains of them after I had followed 
his advice and deleted two thirds . . . Then I read it to Pierre 


Louis, It had been agreed that each of us was to leave a 
blank page in his first book for his friend to fill in ; it was a 
similar courtesy that made Aladdin leave his father-in-law 
the task of decorating one of the balconies of his palace. The 
story tells us that the father-in-law neversucceeded in making 
the balcony match the rest of the building ; and in the same 
way, we two were equally incapable, I of writing one of his 
sonnets, or he of writing a page of my Cahiers. But in order 
not to give up the idea altogether, Louis proposed to write 
a sort of introduction which would give the book a really 
posthumous appearance.^ 


At that time, the papers were full of pressing appeals to the 
youth of the day. My book, I thought, was an answer to 
Paul Desjardins’ Devoir PrSsent. An article by Melchior de 
Vogue, addressed ‘to young men of twenty*, convinced me 
the world was awaiting me. Yes, my book, I thought, was 
the answer to such a great and present need, to such a' defi- 
nite demand of the pubUc’s, that I was surprised someone 
else did not think of writing and bringing it out before me 
I was afraid of appearing too late and fumed against Dumou^ 
hn, the printer, to whom I had long since returned the final 
proofs, and who would not deliver the volume The truth 
was, as I learnt later, that my book had put him in a very 
embarr^mg situation. DumouHn, who had been recom- 
mended to me as one of the best printers in Paris was ex 
tamely Catholic and orthodox in his opinions, and anxious 

haZ’^T ^'a u P‘“« without 

that the book smacked of heresy. He hesitated for some time 




and then, for fear of compromising himself, borrowed die 
imprint of a brother printer. 

This limited edition was to be very carefully got up and 
was intended to be the first; but I was at the same time pre- 
paring a cheaper one in order to satisfy the demand of the 
general public, which I imagined would be considerable. But 
Dumoulin’s scruples and his negotiations with the obliging 
brother printer had lasted so long that, in spite of ail my 
precautions I could not prevent the cheap edition from 

coming out first. 

I was dismayed by the number of misprints it contained, 
and was obliged to admit besides, that the sale amounted to 
next to nothing, so tliat as soon as the smaller edition was 
ready I made up my mind to have the otlier pulped. I took 
it to the sacrifice myself, after having collected it from the 
binder’s almost entire - minus, that is, about seventy pre^s 
copies - and was delighted to receive a little money in ex- 
change. It was paid for by weight. But all tiiis is of no interest 

except for bibliophiles. . . 

Yes its success was nil. But I am so constituted that I took 
pleasure i.i n.y very disappointment. TItere lies at 
of every failure a lesson for him that iiath ears, and I heard 
it. 1 instantly gave up wishing for a triumph that had shftped 
from my grasp; or at any rate, I began to wish for ,t m a 
different fonn. I became convinced that the importance o 

applause lies in its quality and quantity. 

L)me talk I had at this time with Albert lu^tcned me n a 

resolve vei^ congenial to my nature, and made me adop an 
attitude which has since l>ccn severely criticized - that ot 
holding aloof from success. Perhaps the moment has nov 

come for me to explain it. *1 T 

I fiave no wish to make myself out more virtuous tha I 

am : I have passionately desired fame ; but I soon ° 

rLlusion that success in its usual manifestations is only an 
Idutr-ued imitation of it. 1 liked to be liked on good 
grounds, and if I feel the praise vouchsafed me is the rcsii 
I inisundentandii.g, it gives me pain. 1 can find no s..tisfac 
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tion in trumped-up favours. What pleasure can there be in 
compliinents made to order, or dictated by reasons of in- 
terest, social connections, or even friendship ? The mere idea 
tliat I am being praised out of gratitude or in order to gain 
my suffrage or disarm my criticism, immediately deprives 
the praise of all value; I want none of it. What I care for 
most of all is to know what my work is really worth, and I 
have no use for laurels that have every prospect of soon 
fading. 

My change of front was sudden and complete ; there was 
certainly some pique in it; but the pique did not last long, 
and, if it was the original motive of my attitude, had no share 
in its maintenance. This attitude, as I soon realized, though 
it may have been taken for a pose, tallied so exactly with my 
character, I felt myself so much at home in it, tliat 1 never 
attempted to change it. 

I had had a mortifying number of copies of my first book 
printed ; for the future, I would print only just enough - and 
even less than enough. I intended henceforth to sift my 
readers : I intended, encouraged by Albert, to do without 
blazoning; I intended ... But I think there was a good deal 
of amusement and curiosity in my case : I intended to run a 
risk no one had ever run before. I had enough to live on, 
Aank Heaven, and could snap my fingers at the idea of gain ; 

if my work is worth anything, I said to myself, it will last; I 
can wait. * 

I was strengthened in my determination to baffle my 
critics, and even my readers, by a kind of natural moroseness, 
and by that diversity in my moods which makes me, the 
moment I am delivered of one book, fly to the opposite ex- 
tremity of myself (for the sake of equilibrium too) and write 
another which wUl be the least likely to please any readers 
that have been attracted by the former. 

-You wUl nev^ get me to believe,’ cried my old cousin, 

the Baconne de Feuchte (whatl haven’t I mentioned her 

yet?), you will never get me to beUeve that if once you sue- 
ceed m a style, you won’t stick to it’ 
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But that was just it; I had rather not succeed than stick to 
one style. Even if it leads to honour and glory, I detest fol- 
lowing a road already laid out. I like chance, adventure, the 
unknown ; I like not to be where I ain expected to be - for it 
allows me to be where I please and to be left in peace there. 
What I prize above all other things is to be able to think in 

freedom. 

One evening, after the publication of the Cahiers, as 
Adolphe Rettrwas besmearing me with his gross compli- 
ments, I felt irresistibly impelled to cut them short (for m 
all I do there is a great deal more instinct than deliberation 

- I cannot act in any other way) and I suddenly got up and 
left. This happened in the Cafe Vachette, or the Caf6 de la 

Source, where I had gone with Louis. 

‘If that’s the way you take compliments,’ said Louis when 

wc next met, ‘you won t get any. 

And yet I like compliments; but clumsy ones exasperate 

me- if I am not flattered in the right place, I become as 
prickly as a hedgehog, and rather than be stupidly praised 1 
prefer not be praised at all. I am easily inclined too to be- 
lieve that people exaggerate ; an incurable modesty shows me 
at once in what I have failed; I know where I fall short and 
where the weak point lies; and as I fear nothing so much as 
self-deception and consider conceit fatal to intellccftml de- 
velopment, I take unremitting care to under rather than over 
estimate my value, and put all my pride in humbling mysc f. 
But it would be a mistake to think all this is studied; the 
movement I am analysing is spontaneous. If the spnngs are 
complicated, how can I help it? I do not court complication 

- it is within me. No act in which I fail to recognize all the 
contradictions that inhabit me seems to me a rral act o mine 

Now that I re-rcad all this, I am dissatLsfied with it. i 
ought to put forward extreme fear of fatigue “s one of die 
explanations of my shyness of society and my abrupt witlv 
drawals. The minute 1 cannot be perfectly natural in it, I find 

all company exhausting. u -.nrl was 

The cousin I have just spoken of was n^e Gidc and was 
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the widow of the General Feuch^res who has given his name 
to a street in Nimes. In the days of my youth, she lived in the 
Rue de Beilechasse on the second floor of a fine private house. 
There was a verandah at the front door, and as you were 
crossing the courtyard to get to it, the concierge rang twice 
on an invisible bell to give warning of your arrival, so that 
when you got upstairs, you found the door open and a tall 
footman standing behind it ready to show you in. This bell 
gave exactly the same crystalline sound as a glass cheese- 
cover which was only used at home on occasions when there 
were ‘people’ to dinner; and so everything connected with 
my cousin Feucheres was associated with ideas of luxury 
and ceremony. 

When I was quite a child, she used to receive my mother 
and me in a small room furnished with mahogany furniture. 
I remember in particular a large bureau on which 1 kept my 
eyes fixed, for I knew that at a given moment my cousin 
would take out of it a box of preserved fruit and hand it 
round, just as oranges and chocolates are handed round in 
the entr^actes at the theatre. It was an agreeable interruption 
to the visit, which seemed to me interminably long; for my 
cousin used to take advantage of my mother’s unwearying 
patience to pour out the tiresome story of her grievances 
against her daughter, or her banker, or her lawyer, or her 
clergyman; she was on bad terms with all and sundry. She 
took great care, therefore, not to hand round Uie preserved 
fruit too soon, but chose the moment when her visitors’ 
patience showed signs of failing. Then she lifted her skirt, 
took out a bunch of keys from the pocket of her silk petti- 
coat, selected one that opened the drawer of a whatnot that 
stood near her, found another key in this drawer which 
opened the drawer of the bureau, and finally pulled out the 
box of preserved fruit together with a bundle of papers to 

^ empty, so that you 

only dared help yourself very discreetly; my mother ab- 

stamed altogether; and as one day I asked her why • 



‘Well, my dear,’ she said, ‘your cousin didn’t exactly press 
me.’ 

After I had taken my fruit, cousin Feucheres put the box 
back in the bureau again, and the second act of the visit 
began. The papers she produced in this way I myself had to 
listen to a few years later, when I was considered sufficiently 
ripe of understanding. These papers were not only letters ad- 
dressed to henelf and duplicates of her answers, but also ac- 
counts of conversations she had noted down, recording not 
so much the other person’s words as her own replies, which 
were of extreme nobility, and remarkable at once for lapidary 
terseness and infinite eloquence : I have a suspicion that, like 
Livy, she wrote what she would have liked to say rather than 
what she actually said, and that that was why she wrote it. 

‘So this is what I answered,’ she began in a theatrical voice 

- and then you knew you were in for it. 

‘Gome, to-day he has been a good child ; he is getting a big 
boy now,’ she said one afternoon as we were taking leave. 
‘He didn’t once ask when it would be time to go. is be- 
ginning to take an interest in it all too. 

And the time came when I was considered old enough to 
visit her without my motlier. Tiiere was no more question of 
preserved fruit. I was of an age to be confided in; and I felt 
wnsiderably flattered when my cousin took out her papers 

for me. . 

It was in the Avenue d’Antin (she had changed houses), in 

a magnificent apartment of which slie occupied barely more 
than one room, for she had her meals in her bedroom. On 
the way to it one caught a glimpse, by peering through some 
glass dooi-s, of two grand drawing-rooms where the shutters 
were kept closed. One day she took me into one of them to 
show me a great portrait by Mignard, which she intended to 
leave to the Louvre. She was constantly thinking how she 
could best disinherit her daughter, the Comtesse de Blanzey, 
and I think there were one or two people by no means unwill- 
ing to help her. Her stories were not uninteresting, but spoilt 
by being too extravagant. I remember in particular an ac- 
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count of an interview she had had with Pastor Bersier; she 
was telling him some story or other of an attempt to poison 
her, made, so she alleged, by her daughter : 

‘But it’s fit for the stage !’ he had exclaimed. 

‘No, sir,’ had been her answer, ‘for the Assizes !’ 

She repeated these words in a tragic voice, drawing her- 
self up as she sat in her armchair. It was a big armchair, with 
ear-pieces. She hardly ever left it; I can see her now. Her 
chalk-white face was surrounded by the coils of a jet-black 
wig, on the top of which sat a lace cap. She was dressed in a 
puce-coloured silk dress which rustled every time she moved ; 
her long hands, covered with black mittens, were almost 
hidden in wide pleated ruffles. She liked crossing her legs in 
such a way as to show a small foot; it was shod in stuff the 
same colour as her dress and peeped out from the lace edging 
of her drawers, which reached almost to the bottom of her 
skirt. Her other foot was snugly tucked away into a kind of 
foot-muff placed in front of her. 

She was nearly a hundred when she died and more than 
ninety when she told me these stories. 


10 

Directly after the publication of my Cahiers, I entered 
upon the most confused period of my life - a selva oscura 
like Dante s - from which I only succeeded in disengaging 
myself when I left for Africa with Paul Laurens. A period of 
dissipated energies and distracted thoughts ... I should be 
only too glad to skip it altogether, if I did not hope that the 
contrast of its darkness would shed some light upon what 
follo^, just as I find some explanation and some excuse for 
my dissipauon in the state of moral tension in which I had 
been kept by the long effort of elaborating my Cahiers. If 
even the simplest statement I make immediately arouses in 
me a desire to assert and maintain the contrary, it may be 
eas y imagmed what a reaction the exaggeration of such a 
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book was bound to provoke. I seemed to have got rid of the 
disquietude I had painted by the very act of painting it; my 
mind for a time now could find no room for anything but 
trivialities, or be guided by anytliing but the least spiritual, 
the absurdest vanity. 

I had not been able to find out what Emmanuele thought 
of my book ; all that she let me know was that she rejected the 
offer that followed it. 1 declared that I would not consider 
her refusal as final, that I was prepared to wait, that nothing 
would make me give her up. Nevertheless I ceased for a while 
writing her letters which she had ceased to answer. This 
silence'^ this vacancy of my heart, made me feel I had been 
cut adrift, but friendship came in time to fill the hours and 

take the place left empty by love. 

I continued seeing Pierre Louis almost every day. He lived 
at that time witli his brother at the end of the Rue Vineuse, 
on the second floor of a low corner house which looks on to 
the little Square Franklin. The view from his study window 
stretched as far as the Trocaddro, and even further. But we 
had no eyes for the outside world, occupied as we were with 
ourselves, our plans and dreams. Pierre Louis, during the 
year he had been at the Lycce Janson, liad struck up a friend- 
ship with three of his schoolfellows, of whom two, Drouin 
and Quillot, soon became my intimate friends. (My relations 
with Franc Nohain, the third, though always pleasant, were 


only intermittent.) , 

I find it hard to explain how it is I have no wish to speak 

in these memoirs of friendships which nevertheless took up so 

great a place in my life. Perhaps it is simply the fear of be.ng 

led on to say too much. It was they who made me feel the 

trarth of that saying of Nietzsche’s that every art.st has at hs 

disposal not only his own mtelhgence but h.s fnends too 

Mv friends penetrated further than I into many regions ot 

tl!e mind where I was unable to follow them and where they 

served me as prospectors. If I went part o tte rvay w. d. 

them out of sympathy, 1 myself instinctively ook “fe 'lOt 'o 

specialize; so that there was not one of my friends whom 


did not recognize as my superior in his own domain; but 
their intelligence was no doubt more circumscribed tlian 
mine; and while I understood less than each of them separ- 
ately what he understood best, I felt as though I understood 
all of them together, and from my central standpoint, where 
all their roads converged, could take a circling glance down 
each of them in turn towards the various prospects they 


opened out to me. 

And this would be nothing but a commonplace - for every 
mind makes itself a centre, and one always tliinks the world 
is grouped about oneself - if I had not prided myself on be- 
coming the best friend of each of my friends. I could not bear 
to think that any of them had a more intimate confidant 
than myself, and to all of them I offered my whole self, just 
as from each one I exacted a like gift. I should have con- 
sidered the least reserve shocking and impious; and when 
some years later, after I had come into my mother’s money, 
I was asked to help Quillot, whose business was on the verge 
of bankruptcy, I did it without reservation and without en- 
quiry; I thought it only natural to give him everything he 
asked for and would have given him still more without even 
troubling to find out whether by so doing I was really render- 
ing him a service ; so tliat to-day.I wonder whether it was not 
perhaps the action itself that attracted me and whether what 


I cared for was not rather friendship tlian my friend. My call 
was an almost mystic one, and Pierre Louis, who was clear- 
sighted enough, used to laugh at me. One afternoon, when I 
had come punctually to a rendezvous he had given me, he 
hid in a shop in the Rue Saint-Sulpice and watched me for 
an hour on end - the wretch ! - while I paced up and down 
in the rain near the fountain, waiting for him, though all the 
time I had a presentiment he did not mean to come. Finally, 
I admired my friends more than I did myself; I could not 
imagine better ones. The kind of faith I had in my predes- 
tination as a poet made me welcome whatever happened to 
me and look at everything I met upon my path as if it had 
been sent providentiaUy and had been singled out by some 
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divine choice on purpose to win me over, assist and perfect 
me. I still retain something of this disposition, and in the 
worst adversities instinctively look round for what may amuse 
or instruct me. I even push the amor fati so far that I cannot 
bring myself to believe that any other event, any other issue, 
would have suited me better. Not only do I consider what- 
ever is is good, I consider it best. 

And yet, as I meditate over those bygone days, I think 
how much' I should have profited by the friendship of a 
naturalist. Had I come across one at that time, my taste for 
natural science was so keen that I should have thrown over 
literature and hastened to follow his lead. Or if I had met a 
musican ... In the circle of which Mallarme was the centre 
and into which I had been introduced by Pierre Louis, they 
all piqued themselves on being musical: but I used to think 
that what Mallarme himself, and his circle too. really looked 
for in music was still literature. Wagner was Uieir god. They 
wreathed him with explanations and coimnentanes. Louis 
had a way of enjoining me to admire sucii and such an ex- 
clamation or interjection which made me take a loathing to 
all ‘expressive’ music. I fell back all the more passionately 
upon what I called ‘pure’ music - that is to say. music that 
does not claim to mean anything : and in my reaction against 
Wagnerian polyphony, I preferred - I still prefer - a quartet 
to an orchestra, a sonata to a symphony. But I was already 
occupied to excess with music: my style was unctuous wiUi 
it No the friend I needed was perhaps someone who 
would have taught me to be interested in other people and 
taken me out of myself - a novelist. But ,n those days, I ad 
no eyes but for the soul, no taste but for poet^. It is true hat 
I was indignant when I heard Pierre call Guez de Batoc 
‘Balzac die Great', out of scorn for the autlior of the 
Humai„e-. but nevertheless he was in tlic right when he told 
me to put questions of form in tlie forefront of my preoccu- 
pations, and I am grateful to him for this advice. 

I really think that if it had not been for Pierre Louis 
should have continued living in solitude like a savage, 
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that I had no desire to go into literary society, and find 
friends there, but an invincible shyness held me back, and 
the fear which still paralyses me of boring or being in the way 
of the people I feel most drawn to. Pierre, more spontaneous 
than I, more enterprising, certainly cleverer too and with a 
more mature talent, had made an offering of his first poems 
to those among our elders whom we condescended to admire. 
At his instance, I resolved to take my book to Heredia. 

‘I have spoken to him about you,’ repeated Louis; ‘he is 
expecting you.’ 

Heredia had not yet brought out his sonnets in book form; 
the Revue des Deux Mondes had printed a few of them; 
Jules Lemaitre had quoted others; the greater number were 
still unpublished, preserved jealously in our memories as a 
precious deposit and thought all the more splendid because 
they were unknown to the vulgar. My heart beat, as for the 
first time I rang the bell at the door of his apartment in the 
Rue Balzac. 

I was dismayed at first to find how little Heredia resembled 
my idea of a poet. There was no silence in him, no mystery; 
his stammering, trumpeting voice had no modulations. He 
was a little man, with a fairly good figure, though he was 
rather short and roundabout; but he walked with an air and 
a strut, his chest out, his waist in, and made his heels ring 
on the ground at every step. His beard was cut square and 
his hair en brosse, and he wore eyeglasses when reading, over 
which, or rather round which, he cast a curiously dim, misty 
glance, without a gleam of malice in it. Being unhampered 
by excessive thought, he was able to reel out the first thing 
that came into his head, which made his conversation de- 
lightfully racy. He was interested almost exclusively in the 
outside world and in art; what I mean is that in the domain 
of abstract speculation he was completely at sea, and the 
only thing he grasped about other people was their be- 
haviour. But he was widely read, and as he was unaware of 
his deficiendes, he never felt at a loss. He was more of an 
artist than a poet, or rather, more of an artisan than either. 
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I was terribly disappointed at first; then I began to ask my- 
self whether my disappointment did not come from a false 
conception of art and poetry, and whether simple perfection 
of workmanship was not a more valuable thing than I had 
hitherto supposed. His welcome was so wann that it took one 
some time to see that his mind was a little less open than his 
anns; but his devotion to literature was so great that even if 
there were things he could not understand by means of the 
spirit, I think he still managed to grasp them by means of the 
letter, and I do not remember ever to have heard him say 


anytliing silly. 

Heredia was at home every Saturday afternoon. At four 
o’clock his smoking-room began to fill up with a stream of 
diplomats, journalists, poets, and I should have died of shy- 
ness if Pierre Louis had not been there. The ladies of the 


family also received on the same day; the habitues occasion- 
ally passed from the smoking-room into the drawing-room 
or vice versa; as the door opened for a moment one heard 
a chirping and piping of voices and laughter; but the fear of 
being caught sight of by Madame Heredia or one of her 
daughters, to whom I had been introduced, and to whom I 
knew I ought to have paid my respects oftener, kept me 
rooted at the other end of the smoking-room, hidden in the 
smoke of cigars and cigarettes as in an OlympiaB-cIoud. 

Henri de Regnier, Ferdinand Herold, i’lerre Quillard, 
Bernard Lazare, Andr^ Fontainas, Pierre Louis, Robert de 
Bonnieres, Andre de Gueme never missed a Saturday. I met 
the six first again at Mallarme’s on Tuesday evenings. Louis 

and I were the youngest of them all. 

At Mallanne’s the habitues were more especially poets, 
or sometimes painters (1 am thinking of Gaugum and 
Whistler) I have described the little room m the Rue 
de Rome - partly drawing-room and partly dining-room - 
in another book; our age has grown too noisy for it to De 
easy nowadays to imagine the calm and almost rehgiou 
atmosphere of the place. Mallarme certain y prepared Ins 
talk beforehand; and it was often not very different from the 



most carefully written of his Divagations; but he spoke with 
such art, there was so little of the professorial in his tone, 
that every fresh proposition he brought out seemed like an 
entirely new idea which he had only just that moment hit on, 
and which he was not so much asserting as submitting to 
your judgement, interrogatively almost, with his forefinger 
raised - as much as to say : ‘Mightn’t we also say . . . ?’ or, 
‘Perhaps . . and ending up almost every sentence with a 
Tlon’t you think so?* And no doubt it was on this account 
he had so much hold on some people’s minds. 

He often interrupted his ‘divagation’ with an anecdote or 
a bon mot; it was always told to perfection, with all the 
anxious feeling for elegance and preciosity which made him 
so deliberately divorce his art from life. 

Occasionally, when there were not too many people 
gathered round the little table, Madame Maliarmc would 
Unger on at her needlework, with her daughter beside her. 
But the tobacco-smoke soon put them to flight; for in the 
middle of the round table at which we sat, was placed an 
enormous jar of tobacco, into which we all dipped, rolling 
ourselves endless cigarettes; Maliarmc himself smoked with- 


out stopping, but preferred a Uttle clay pipe. At about eleven 
o’clock, Genevieve Mallarme would come back with glasses 
of grog ; for there was no servant in this very simple house- 
hold, and the Master himself went to answer the door when- 
ever the bell rang. 

I will now sketch a few of the young men who flocked 
about these two leaders, and with whom I came to be on 
terms of good fellowship. In those days, instead of trusting 
to the guidance of our own minds, we seemed to be more or 
less consciously obeying a vague kind of mot d’ordre. The 
movement in progress was a reaction against realism, with 
an accompanying backwash against the Parnassian school as 
well Supported by Schopenhauer, to whom I could not 
understand that some people should prefer Hegel, I con- 
sidered everything that was not absolute - that is to say the 
whole prismatic diversity of life - contingent (this was the 



fashionable word). It was very much the same with every 
one of my companions. But our error did not lie in trying to 
extract some beauty and some truth of a general order out 
of the inextricable medley presented at that time by realism, 
but rather in deliberately turning our backs upon reality. I 
personally was saved by a greedy appetite . . . But I must 
return to my companions. 

Henri de Regnier was certainly the most conspicuous of 
them all. His appearance was already remarkable. He con- 
cealed under a channing, though slightly supercilious, cor- 
diality of manner, an unfailing, if discreet, sense of his own 
superiority. Tall, thin and loose-limbed, he managed to make 
his very awkwardness graceful. At first sight of him, one w^ 
struck by die height of his forehead and the length of his 
chin, his face and his fine hands, wluch he was always put- 
ting up to twist his long, light-brown drooping moustache. 
A single eye-glass completed the picture. Leconte de Lisles 
monocle had set the fashion and several young gentlemen m 
our set wore one. At Heredia’s and Mallannc’s, Regnier, out 
of deference, scarcely opened his mouth; dial is to say, le 
would cleverly and lightly drop into the conversation (1 am 
speaking of Mallarme’s) no more than the airy word or two 
that was just enough to keep the bail rolling. But in tete-a- 
teles his talk was exquisite. Not a fortnight passed wit ou 
mv receiving some such note as this from him : If you have 
nothing better to do, come and see me to-morrow evening 1 
am not sure that nowadays I should take so much 
those evenings, but at the time I liked nothing better. 1 can 
not remembe? that we either of us talked much ; and in those 
dais I had not begun to smoke ; but there was something m- 
iTent t his inanSr, an odd chann in his voice (it was - 
musical than Mallarme’s, more sonorous with ^ ‘enden y 
to become incisive as soon as it was raised) a way of 
ing his opinions - I dare not call them thoughts for thought 
were grt^tly looked down upon - in the most fantastic and 

disconcerting guise, a kind of mischievous ^ 

people and things . . . well 1 whatever it may have been, Uie 
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time passed quickly and when midnight struck, I was sorry 
to leave. 

My readers will understand that in making these portraits, 
I have collected and put together observations scattered over 
a period of ten years and more. And it was not till a good 
deal later ... I remember an evening - Regnier seemed pre- 
occupied; he dropped his monocle; his eyes had a far-away 
look. 

‘What’s the matter, my dear fellow?’ I said at last. 

‘Oh,’ he answered with a shrug of his shoulders and in a 
voice at once solemn and farcical, ‘I’m preparing to double 
the cape of my thirtieth birthday.’ 

I there and then thought him very old. What a long time 
ago it is ! 

Francis Viel6-Griffin was at that time his most intimate 
friend. People used often to mention their names together 
and even to confuse their poetry; for a long time the only 
poetry which in the public’s eyes allowed of any difference 
was regular verse; all ven litres were alike. It is the same 
thing whenever a new technique is introduced - either in 
music or painting or poetry. And yet no more divergent 
beings than these two can be imagined; their friendship, like 
Louis’ and mine, was based on a misconception. Nothing 
could be franker, more honest, more spontaneous than 
Griffin; far be it from me to imply that Regnier was the re- 
verse, cunning, false, or deceitful ; no indeed ! But careful and 
elaborate cultivation had so taken control of his tenderest, 
best, most natural feelings, and had given them such polish 
and gloss and pliability, that in the end he seemed never to 
feel anything by surprise, or to experience any emotion he 
was not already master of and had not determined before- 
hand to experience. There are people, some of whom I have 
known, who strive to attain this state, which they consider 
the highest of all; I have often thought they reached it a 
little too easily, too quickly, and always to their detriment ; 
in other words, I think this ideal is only good for those who 
strive to attain it unsuccessfully. Certainly Griffin made no 
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such attempt. He expressed himself humorously, in whimsical 
sallies, and though he had the sincerest love for our country 
and the sweet speech of France, there was something raw and 
unruly in his bearing, which had in it an unmistakable tang 
of the New World. A slight burr in his voice, almost like a 
Burgundian accent (his charming compatriot Stuart Merrill 
had the same), gave singular spiciness to his simplest words; 
if only he had not been too fond of paradox, his way of 
talking would have been delightfully genial. He was extra- 
ordinarily pugnacious by nature; out of generosity, a great 
setter to right of wrongs ; at heart something of a Puntan ; he 
could not get away with the extreme, often affected, licence 
of the literary circles he frequented. He would run atilt 
against French alexandrines, Catulle Mendcs, latter-day 
morals, the present age, and so on, and used often to wind 
up a story with these words, accompanied by a hearty laugh 
- for he was amused even by his own indignation : 

‘No, but really, Gide, what are we coming to ?’ 

He had a very round, very open face, and a forehead that 
seemed to run back into the nape of his neck; he tried, how- 
ever, to conceal his premature baldness by training a flat lock 
of hair across his head from one temple to the other; for, m 
spite of his free and easy manners, he had a great notion ot 
decorum. His complexion was high-coloured, his eyes a tor- 
cet-me-not blue (some people who knewihun very well assure 
me his eyes were hazel, but I cannot think of them as any- 
thing but forget-me-not blue). He was obvious y stmng 
though he had a sausage-like appearance m his httle b ack 
coats : his trousers always looked too tight and his arms ended 
off too soon in hands that were rather wide than long- It wa^ 
said of him that one evening after a dinner-party, 
made a bet that he would jump over the dimng-room ab e 
with his feet together, and this he had done without the 
smallest breakage. Such was the legend; but it is true that i 
anyone expressed aro' desire /or it, lie would jump over tl> 
chllTs in a drawing-room without ukmg a run - not so 

for a poet. 


220 



He was the first person to write to me about the Cahiers 
d'AndrS Walter. I kept it in mind and tried to show I was 
grateful. I should have liked to talk to him better, but his 
flow of paradox disconcerted me terribly; I found it impos- 
sible to compete with him, and consequently felt like a fool, 
while he was soon left to do all the talking himself; for he 
was one of those people who can only talk well if they don’t 
listen to you. It has sometimes happened to me to go and see 
him with some definite thing I wanted to say, and to come 
away without having been able to get in three words. 

He had another little failing which made my relations with 
him slightly awkward, and that was a touchiness which was 
always on the lookout for offence but not always very reason- 
able. As he was in constant fear that people were going to 
slight him, I was in constant anxiety not to appear slighting. 
As often as not this preoccupation landed him in some out- 
rageous blunder, which covered him with confusion, until his 
intrinsic good nature got the better of it; a hearty laugh then 
swept away all unpleasantness and one found oneself looking 
once more into the crystal clearness of his eyes. One example 
will show what I mean better than any explanations. (I re- 
peat that I am telescoping here the recollections of over ten 
years.) 

^&d succeeded L6on Blum as literary critic on the staff of 
theTl^yue Blanche; my function was to review the prose 
books, while Gustave Kahn did the verse. I must here recall 
that in some circles Gustave Kahn passed as ‘the inventor of 
the vers libre’ ; this was a much debated point at the time and 
caused great heart-burning to more than one, Griffin 
amongst others, who maintained that the vers libre would 
have done just as well without Kahn, that it had come into 
the world by itself, or, at any rate, that it had some other 
father ... when the Ligende AiUe de Wieland came out 
Griffin sent it to me, as he did his other books. I was sorry 
that it was not in my province to review it and, thinking no 
harm, I slipped an unfortunate alexandrine into my letter of 
thanks : 
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Would I might poach on Gustave Kahn’s domains. 

No doubt Griffin thought I was alluding to the domain of 
vers libres as belonging to Kahn, and his blood boiled; at any 
rate, a day or two later, I received the following note which 
stupefied me with amazement : 

February 20lh, 1900. 

Dear Andre Gide, 

I have been tliinking over your letter for the last forty-eight 
hours. 

I must ask you to explain by return of post what was your 
meaning and purpose in using the strange vords . ^ 

■Would I might poach on Gustave Kahn’s domains!’ 

Awaiting your answer, 

I have the honour to be 

Your obedient servant etc. . . 


We were both of us too genuinely well-intentioned and 
our liking for each other was too sincere for tliis misunder- 
standing to last long, . 

This impulsiveness of Griffin’s, which was one sign of the 

generosity of his character, led me into an error, serious m 
itself and in its consequences. I am referring to the disparag- 
ing article I wrote on Regnier’s book. La Double UaxUeM. 
I rather foolishly followed Griffin in this, and I afterwards 
heartily regretted it. Griffin thought that Rcgnier was going 
on a wrong tack in this book. A little while before in the 
Trefie Blanc, he had shown another side of himself, a fresher, 
more Arcadian side, and one much more akin to Grifhn. 
Griffin was not in the least bookish, and perhaps h.s best con- 
tribution to letters was the breath of open air and freedom he 
brought with him - a kind of artless spontaneity, a kind o 
freshLs which, it must be confessed, our literature at tha 
time was greatly in need of. La Double Ma,tresse, lor all its 
grace, was, he thought, a falling-off ; exquisite as it was, he 
saw nothing in it but literature and the affectation of d 
pravity; he worked on me so much that he persuaded me 
s'hould be doing French letters and Regnier himself a nouble 
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service by brining him back to the fold (as if such a thing 
were possible 1) and by frankly pointing out his backsliding. 
Let me make myself clear : I have no wish to deny, or even 
to lessen my responsibility for the severe article I wrote; but 
I have seldom had occasion to regret more not having fol- 
lowed my natural taste, or been more sorry that I indulged 
my desire to react against, to resist my inclinations (though 
that is natural to me too), instead of simply giving way to 
them. Needless to say, Regnier continued to follow his to the 
delight of his readers; and the only effect of my article was 
that the excellent terms we had been on till then were con- 
siderably cooled. For the rest, even without the article, we 
should no doubt have soon found other reasons for disagree- 
ing; our tastes were too different. 

Herold was certainly one of the most assiduous in visiting 
Mallarme, Heredia, Bonnieres, Judith Gautier, and Leconte 
de Lisle. I can speak of the two latter only by hearsay, as I 
did not visit them at all, and Bonnieres very rarely; but I 
know that wherever I did visit, I was sure to meet Ferdinand 
H^'old. He never left you without making a fresh appoint- 
ment, and the wonder is he had any time left for reading or 
writing; but, as a matter of fact, he wrote a great deal and 
had read everything. He had an inexhaustible fund of infor- 
mation on all the subjects our passions played with in those 
days : the kind of sonnet called bigorne,' for instance, or the 
role of the saxophone in the orchestra - on such things as 
these he could iscourse for miles on end; for at whatever 
hour you left Mallarme’s house, or a party, or the theatre, he 
aWys walked home with you. My mother had a special 
liking for him on this account, for she began to be anxious 
when she knew I was out alone later than twelve o’clock at 
night, and she counted on Herold’s not abandoning me till I 
r^ched my own door. He did his best to give his jolly baby- 
nke face a masculine air by means of an enormous beard ; he 
was the best of good fellows and the most faithful of friends; 
always at hand when he was wanted, and very often when 
t. A freak sonnet, beginning and ending with a tercet. 
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he was not. It seemed as if he had to wait for other people to 
be there in order to exist himself. Ferdinand Herold had held 
his head a little higher and stuck his beard out a little further 
ever since the publication of his article on - or rather against 
- Respect, in which he proved that, contrary to Solomon’s 
opinion, Wisdom only begins when the fear of God ceases. 
And as all respect, wliether of parents, customs, authorities, 
or what not necessitates some degree of blindness, it is only by 
ridding himself of respect that a man can hope to progress 
towards the light. The anti-militarism of Quillard, Lazare, 
and Herold (and not theirs alone) was pushed to the point of 
regarding every sort of uniform with horror. Uniform, ac- 
cording to them, was equivalent to domestic livery and was 
an outrage against personal dignity. I should be sorry to dis- 
oblige them by talking of their internationalism, for after all 
perhaps I am doing them wrong in supposing they held these 
opinions in the past, but the fact is that as they were my 
own, I was certainly under the impression that they shared 
them. And moreover I could not conceive that anyone who 
had attained a certain degree of intelligence and education 
could hold any others. It is easy to understand that in these 
circumstances I looked upon military service as an unbear- 
able calamity, rightly to be avoided, if possible, by any means 


short of desertion. . . i 

Heroic! was sometimes flanked by his brother-in-law, an 

enormous Belgian called Fontainas, who was, 1 expect, the 
best and kindest of men - not stupid cither - as far as one 
could judge from his silence. He seemed to have discovered 
that the best way never to say anything foolish was never to 

Whlfra'in say of Count Robert de Bonniercs ? His young 
wife had a reputation for beauty which had a good deal to 
do with the warmth of the reception lie everysvhere met with^ 
I tliiiik he had been a journalist. At the time I am speaking 
of c l ad just published a novel called Le Peiit Mar,emo„L 
I never read it, but the habitues of H-«l.a's salon veem 
pleased to say that its qualities were those of the best Freiict 
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tradition. He was then working at a volume of short stories 
in octosyllabic verse, and was addicted to reading them aloud. 
He was fairly good-natured, I think, but hot-tempered, and 
one day at Heredia’s, where he had been reading aloud his 
latest effort, I was very near stirring up a storm ... It was 
the story, I remember, of a haughty beauty who accidentally, 
or deliberately, drops her glove; the gallant knight she has 
scorned picks it up, in spite of some danger or other - 1 can’t 
exactly remember what, but isn’t tliere something of the kind 
in Schiller? - and then, when the lady relents, he, in his turn, 
passes haughtily on his way : 

Passe anssi son chemin, ma chdre. 

Tliis was how the story ended. I, who was usually as silent as 
Fontainas himself, was suddenly sei2ed by a spirit of extreme 
audacity : 

‘Aren’t you afraid of the *^sse aussi son’*?' I asked.* 

All the company looked at each other ; and what saved me 
was that at first nobody understood. When what I meant 
dawned on them, there was a roar of laughter, and what 

could poor Bonni^res do ? I think he afterwards altered the 
line, 

Bonni^res was supposed to be very clever; this reputation 
gave him immense self-assurance. He had opinions upon 
everything under the sun, and they were impossible to shake, 
because he was never known to listen to anyone but himself. 
Heavens! how his peremptory tones used to irritate me, 
when he laid it down as a law that : 

‘It ought always to be possible to sum up an author’s work 
m a single formula. The more easily this can be done, the 
more likely it is to survive. What can’t be fitted into the 
formula is bound to perish.* 

One day, after a more than usually pressing invitation, I 
decided to go and see him, when, to my horror, he seized me 
by the buttonhole, and thrusting his face into mine, as was 

I. T^e two words aussi son preceded by the last letters of passe 
make the unfortunate consonance saucisson, French for sausage, 
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his way, asked me if I had got my fonnula yet? I drew back 
terrified, pretending not to understand; but he refused to let 
me go. 

‘Yes,’ he kept on, ‘supposing you wanted to sum up your 
future work in a single plirase, in a single word, what would 
that word be ? Do you know ? Can you say ?’ 

‘Of course !’ I cried impatiently. 

‘Well, then, what is it ? Gome on ! Out with it ! Everything 
depends on that !’ 

And the absurd thing was that 1 really had my formula, 
and it was simply a sensitive reluctance on my part that made 
me hesitate to expose the pure secret of my life to tliis ridicu- 
lous old ass. At last, goaded to desperation and really shaking 


with rage, I stuttered out in a voice of white-hot fury : 

‘We must all play our parts.’ 

He looked at me in stupefaction, and at last let go my 
buttonhole. 

‘All riglit, my dear boy !’ he cried (he was much older than 
I); ‘All right! Play away!’ 

I should really appear too foolish, if I did not give some ex- 
planation of my ‘formula’. It was my dominating thought at 
the time and all the more imperious from being my latat 
love. The moral rule, according to which I had hitherto lived, 
had of late begun to give place to what 1 felt, vaguely as yet, 
was a richer, more varied, more coloured vision of life. It was 
beginning to dawn on me that duty was perhaps not the 
same for everyone, and that possibly even God Himself might 
loathe a unifonnity to which all nature was in contradiction 
but towards which, it seemed to me, the Christian ideal 
tended when setting out to subdue nature. I now admitted 
only individual moralities, witli imperatives that were some- 
times opposed. I was convinced that every-one - or at le^ 
every one of the elect - had a part to play in the worM 
Whid. was his very own and unlike .any other; so 
effort to submit to a common rule became in my ey^ 
treachery; yes, treachery; and 1 likened it to the sin against 
the HoW Ghost ‘wliich shall not be forgiven . tlie sin by 



which the individual loses his exact irreplaceable signihcance, 
the ‘savour* which cannot be given back to him. I had at- 
tached to the journal I kept at that time the following Latin 
sentence, to serve as motto - 1 have forgotten where I found 
it: 


Proprium opus humani generis totaliter accepti est actuate 
semper totam potentiam intellectus possibilis. 

The truth was I was intoxicated by the diversity of life 
now first beginning to dawn on me, and by my own proper 
diversity . . . 

But I had meant to keep to other people in this chapter. 
I return to my subject. 

Bernard Lazare, whose real name was Lazare Bernard, 
was a Jew from Nimes; he was not really short, but looked 
small and inexpressibly unpleasant. His face seemed all 
cheeks, his body all stomach, his legs all thighs. He cast a 
caustic glance at things and people through a single eye- 
glass and seemed to have a bitter contempt for everyone he 
did not admire. The most noble sentiments animated him; 
that is to say he was in a constant state of indignation against 
the caddishness and blackguardism of his contemporaries; 
but he seemed to be in need of this state of things and only 
to become conscious of his own existence by being in violent 
opposition, for as soon as his indignation waned, there was 
noting left of him but a pale reflection, and he wrote the 
Miroir des Ligendes. 

Lazare’s and Griffin's quarrelsome tempers ran in harness 
together in the Entretiens politigues et litUraires. This little 
review with its blood-red cover was, I must say, very well 
run, and I was extremely flattered at having my Traiti du 
^arcisse printed in it. I have always been incredibly lacking 
in a quality that lies at the root of a great many audacious 
actions - the faculty, that is, of gauging my credit in other 
people’s minds; I always underestimate it, and am not only 
incapable of making any claims, but feel so honoured by the 
smallest token of appreciation that I can scarcely hide my 
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amazement - a weakness which, even at fifty years of age, I 
am only just beginning to get over. 

Bernard Lazare frightened me; I vaguely felt there were 
puzzling possibilities in him which could have nothing to do 
with art ; this feeling was no doubt not peculiar to me, and 
to some extent estranged, if not Quillard and Herold, who 
were eventually swept into the same current of ideas, yet 
certainly Regnier, Louis, and myself. 

‘Did you notice Regnier’s tact the other day ?’ Louis asked 
me; ‘he was on the verge of forgetting himself and treating 
Lazare like a real pal. He w'as going to tap him on the knee, 
and only just remembered in time. Did you see how his hand 
stopped in mid-air?’ 

And when Lazare, at the time of the Dreyfus case, drew 
his sword with a flourish and played the important part the 
whole world lieard of, we realized he had found his real line 
at last, and that up to that time he had been merely waiting 
in the outer courts of literature - as so many people do all 
their lives. 

Albert Mockel, whom I have not yet mentioned, was the 
editor of a small but important Franco-Belgian review called 
La Wallonie. As each individual member of a school fand we 
were certainly that) gets his taste sharpened and refined by 
rubbing up against the others, it was rare for any of us to 
commit an error of judgement ; or, at any rate, the terror then 
was that of the whole group. But besides tliis collective taste, 
Mockel had the most refined artistic feeling of his own. He 
pushed refinement to the verge of tenuity; the rarefaction of 
his thought made you feel your own was coarse and gar. 
His speech was so exquisitely subtle and full of such delicate 
allusions that, in order to follow, one had as it were to run 
after him on the tips of one’s toes. With his excessive honesty 
and scrupulosity, the conversation, more often than not be- 
came a mere dizzy pursuit of definitions. A quarter of an 

,. Mallarm^ used to tell of a lady who was lO f ^ 

tinguished that, ‘When I say good morning to her, I always feel . 

I were saying m — e' 
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hour of it left one as flattened out as if one had been under a 
steam-roller. And in the intervals he wrote his Chantefable 
mpeu naive. 

Besides all these friends whom I often met at Heredia’s, 
Mallarme’s, or elsewhere, there was another, a poor young 
fellow I used to see regularly. I can scarcely call him a friend, 
but I had a curious kind of affection for him. He was called 
Andre Walkenaer, and was the grandson of the learned 
author of an excellent life of La Fontaine ; he was a sickly, 
weakly creature too intelligent not to realize the value of all 
that had been denied him ; but nature had given him only the 
shrillest of voices and only just enough of it to bewail his lot. 
He had been through the ficole des Chartes and was under- 
libranan in the Mazarine library. He was connected by mar- 
riage with my aunt Demarest, and it was in her house I first 
met him at dinner. I had not yet finished my Cahiers d^Andri 
Walter ^ that is to say, I was a little under twenty; Andr6 
Walkenaer was a few months older. I was immediately flat- 
tered by the consideration and attention he showed me, and 
m order not to be outdone encouraged myself in the fancy 
that in many particulars he had an extraordinary likeness to 
the imaginary hero of a book I had vaguely planned, which 
was to be called U&ducation Sentimentale. It is true that 
Flaubert had written one with the same title; but mine fitted 
It much better. Walkenaer was naturally very much excited 
about the book in which his portrait was to figure. I asked 
him if he would agree to come and sit to me, as he would to 
a pmnter. We fixed a day. And so for three years on end, 
wring the whole time I was in Paris, Andr6 Walkenaer came 
to my house every Wednesday from two o’clock to five - 
unless I wpt to his, and sometimes our sitting lasted till 
mner-time. We talked unwearyingly, inexhaustibly; 
Froust’s way of writing reminds me of the texture of our con- 
versation more than anything else I can think of. We dis- 
*^ussed everything under the sun, and no hair was too fine for 
us to split Waste of time? I cannot think so: a certain 



subtlety of thought and style can hardly be attained without 
some practice in dialectics. As I have said, the poor fellow 
had very bad health ; his constitution was so frail that he only 
avoided asthma by periodically breaking out into eczema; it 
was wretched to see his drawn features, and to hear him 
panting and groaning; he was aching too from a desire to 
write, and being utterly incapable, he went through the most 
frightful searchings of spirit. I listened as he spoke of his vain 
dreams and frustrated hopes, and though no doubt unable to 
console him, the interest I took in hearing him ulk of his 


sufferings gave them perhaps a raison d etre. 

He introduced me to another individual who was even 
more of a shadow than himself, and whose name I will not 
mention. X was just substantial enough to flit through a 
salon, like a tailor's dummy in a suit of impeccable cut. When 
one went to a party with him, one was astonished not to see 
him hung bodily up on a hook in the cloak-room together 
witli his coat. Once in the drawing-room, an extraordinary 
ghost of a piping voice welled up from under his long, silky, 
honey-coloured beard, and with exquisite suavity gave vent 
to a flow of incredibly inept platitudes. He began his lite 
every day at teatime, going the rounds of his acquaintance, 
and playing the part of news-monger, go-between, and 
listener. He would not rest until he had introduced me mw 
some of the circles Walkenaer was also to be found in. Very 
fortunately, I had none of the qualities which would ha 

enabled me to shine in society; in the drawing-rooms into 
which I misguidedly wandered, 1 must have looked like 
strayed nigirbird; my frock-coat i, is Toe was well e jg 
cut ; and rny long hair, my high collars, my droop.ng a t.tu 
attracted .some attention; but my conversat.on ^ 

been sadly disappointing, for my w,ts were so d'' 

Lnnrpadv that I was rcduccd to silcncc whcncver 

r Tht mhave spirkled. At Madame lieule’s, a. Madame 
Ba'igncres’ (who was by no means stupid), at the Vicomtcsse 
S"s ( oL, Monsieur X. . . . !’ she would say, 'do rcc.e us 
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Sully Prudhomme’s Vase cassS.y She was always mangling 
names and titles in this way and used to speak of her admira- 
tion for the English painter John Burns (meaning, I suppose, 
Burne-Jones). I only put in an occasional terrified appear- 
ance. 

At Princess Ouroussofs, it was more lively; at any rate, 
one was amused. There was no constraint, and the wilder the 
talk, the more satisfaction it gave. The princess, an opulent 
beauty dressed in Oriental costume, put everyone at ease by 
her affable volubility and by appearing to be so much amused 
at everything herself. The craziness of the talk was really 
almost fantastic and one wondered whether the hostess was 
quite aware of some of the enormities that were uttered ; but 
a kind of jolly cordiality, which she unfailingly kept, dis- 
couraged irony. In the middle of a grand dinner-party, as 
the footman in livery was handing round some delicious dish, 
she would call out in her deep contralto voice : 

‘How’s your swelling, Casimir?’ 

I don’t know what possessed me one day that I happened 
to be calling on her, suddenly to open her piano and embark 
on Schumann’s Novelette in E. I was incapable at that time 
®^.P^^ying it at the proper pace. To my great surprise, she 
criticized the tempo quite justly and gently pointed out some 
of my mistakes, showing that she knew and understood the 
piece to perfection. Then ; 

If you like my piano,’ she said, ‘come and practise on it. 
I shall be delighted and you won’t be disturbing anyone.’ 

The princess hardly knew me tlien, and this proposal, 
which for that matter I declined, instead of putting me at 
roy ease, rather embarrassed me; I only mention it as an 
®^^ple of her charming, impulsive manners. But as there 
was a rumour that she had once had to be shut up, I was 
never long in her company without being afraid her flighti- 
ness might degenerate into actual madness. 

^oar Wilde once to one of her dinners; Henri de 
“%nier has somewhere described the occasion and how the 
I. The real title of this well-known poem is Le Vase bris^, 

231 




princess suddenly gave a loud shriek and declared she had 
seen a halo round the Irishman’s head. 

It was at another of her dinners too that I met Jacques- 
£mile Blanche - the only one of all the persons I have men- 
tioned in this chapter whom I still see something of . . . But 
there would be so much to say about him ... I must put off 
till another time too the portraits of Maeterlinck, Marcel 
Schwob, and Barres. I am afraid I have already overdone 
the density of that selva oscura in which I lost myself on 
emerging from childhood, with all my vague aspirations and 
the eager questioning of my fervour. 

[Roger Martin du Card, to whom I have shown these Memoirs, 
finds fault with me for never saying enough in them, and for leaving 
the reader with his appetite unsatisfied. And yet I have meant all 
along to say everything. But in making confidences, there is a limit 
which cannot be overstepped without artifice, without strain; and 
what I aim at above all is to be natural. No doubt there is in me 
some intellectual need that inclines me to simplify everything to 
excess for the sake of tracing my lines with greater purity; all draw- 
ing necessitates choice; but what hampers me most is having to 
represent states that are really one confused blend of simultaneous 
happenings as though they were successive. I am a creature of 
dialogue; everything in me is conflicting and contradictory. Memoirs 
are never more than half sincere, however great one’s desire for 
truth; everything is always more complicated than one makes out. 
Possibly even one gets nearer to truth in the novcl.l 
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Two 


I care for everything in a certain way, and this 
is inconceivable; but in another way, I care 
very little, for I easily suffer myself to become 
detached from most of the things that might 
delight me. 1 feel none the less what a deep- 
seated attachment they have for me. For that 
matter I cannot explain my deep-seated self. 
It escapes me; it seems to me to change at 
every hour of the day. I am incapable of say- 
ing anything that doesn't seem to me false a 
moment later. 

Fenelon: Letlres spirituelles 



I 


And now I have to relate facts, motions of my heart and 
mind, which I desire to set in the same light in which I 
first saw them, without letting the judgement I afterwards 
brought to bear on them be too apparent. Especially because 
that judgement has varied more than once and 1 look on my 
life with an eye that is alternately indulgent or severe, accord- 
ing as my inward sky is bright or clouded. And lastly, though 
it has occurred to me of late that an actor of considerable 
importance - namely the Devil - may perhaps have played a 
part in the drama, I shall nevertheless recount that drama 
without alluding to an intervention which I did not identify 
till much later. The circuitous ways I followed, the blinding 
dazzlement of happiness towards which they led, is what I 
now propose to tell. At that moment, when I was in my twen- 
tieth year, I was beginning to have the conviction that noth- 
ing could happen to me that was not fortunate; I kept this 
conviction until a few months ago * and I consider the event 
that suddenly made me doubt it as one of the most momen- 
tous of my life. Yet even after such doubting I recovered my- 
self - so imperious is the call of my joy, so strong my belief 
that the circumstance which at first sight seems the most un- 
for^ate, is, on closer examination, also the one most likely 
to instruct us, that there is a soul of goodness in things evil, 
^d that if more often than not we fail to recognize happi- 
ness. It is because it comes wearing a different face from the 
one we were expecting. But I am anticipating, and I shall 
spoil my story U I represent myself as having already at- 
t^ed a state of happiness which I hardly imagined possible, 
which, above all, I hardly dared imagine permissible. When 
l^ter on I knew more of life, everything no doubt seemed 
^pler; I was able to smile at the immense torments little 
oifficuldes caused me, and call by their right name propensi- 
ties which were still vague and which terrified me because I 

I. Written in the spring of 1919. 
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could not discern their contours. .At the time of which I am 
speaking, I had ever>’thing to discover; I had to invent both 
the torment and its cure, and I cannot say which of the two 
I thought the more monstrous. My Puritan education had 
taught me to attach so much importance to certain things, 
that I could not conceive that the questions which agitated 
me were not of passionate interest to humanity in general 
and to each individual in particular. I was like my own 
Prometheus IlUBound who could not understand how it was 
possible to live without an eagle, or without being devoured 
by it. For that matter, I unconsciously liked my eagle; but I 
was beginning to come to terms with it. Yes; my problem 
remained the same, but as I advanced in life. I thought it 
less terrible, and looked at it from an angle that was less 
acute. What problem ? It would be ver)- difficult to define it 
in a few words. But to begin with, was it not a great point 
that a problem existed ? Reduced to the simplest possible ex- 
pression, it was this : 

In the name of what God or what ideal do you forbid me 
to live according to my nature? And where would my nature 
lead me if I simply followed it? Up to the present, I had 
accepted Clirist’s code of morals, or, at any rate, a kind of 
Puritanism which I had been taught to consider as Christ’s 
code of morals. By forcing myself to submit to it I had merely 
caused a profound disturbance in my whole being. I would 
not consent to live lawlessly, and I required my mind’s assent 
to the demands of my body. Even if those demands had been 
more usual. I doubt whether I should have been less troubled. 
For as long as I thought it my duty to deny my desire every- 
thing, what I desired did not matter. But I gradually c^ne 
to wonder whether God really exacted such constraints, 
whether it was not impious to be in continual rebellion, 
whether such rebellion was not agjiinst Him, and whether, 
in the struggle that divided me. it was reasonable to consider 
the opponent always in the uTong. It dawned upon me at 
last that this discordant duality might possibly be resolved 
into harmony. And then I saw at once that that harmony 
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must be my supreme object, and the endeavour to acquire it 
the express reason of my life. When in October ’93 I em- 
barked for Algiers, it was not so much towards a new land 
that my impulse sped me, as towards that - towards that 
Golden Fleece. I was resolved in any case to go on a journey, 
but I had hesitated for some time as to whether I should not 
accept my cousin George Pouchet’s invitation to accompany 
him on a scientific cruise to Iceland ; and I was still hesitating 
when Paul Laurens was given a travelling scholarship, which 
obliged him to go abroad for a year ; the choice he made of 
me as a companion decided my fate. And so my friend and 
I started off on our journey, fired by no less lofty an en- 
thusiasm than that which thrilled the gallant youth of 
Greece, setting sail on the Argo. 

I have already said, I think, that we were exactly the 
same age; our height, our looks, our figures, our tastes, were 
the same. From having constantly mixed with art-students, 
Paul had acquired a slightly bantering air of self-assurance 
which concealed great natural timidity; and also the habit of 
expressing himself with the agility of a tight-rope dancer; 
this verbal dexterity filled me with admiration and delight, 
but with despair too, when I compared it with the paralysed 
stiffness of my own wits. 

I saw perhaps less of Paul than of Pierre Louis; but I think 
my affection for the former was more real and more capable 
of development. There was something aggressive, romantic, 
and antagonistic about Pierre, so that the terms we were on 
were always exceedingly unstable. PauPs character, on the 
contrary, was all give and take; it shifted and veered with 
imne. In Paris, I hardly ever saw him except in company 
vnth his brother, who had a more uncompromising disposi- 
tion and, though he was younger than we were, used to 
hustle and bustle us so that convenation when he was there 
became rudimentary. Twice a week a fencing lesson I took 
at their house in the evenings gave us an opportunity for 
readings and long talks. Paul and I felt our friendship 
steadUy mcreasing and discovered with delight all sorts of 
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fraternal possibilities in each other. We had both reached 
the same stage in our lives, but there was this difference be- 
tween us, that his heart was disengaged and mine occupied 
by my love ; but I had determined not to let this stand in my 
way. After tlie publication of the Cahiers, my cousin’s re- 
fusal. though it had not exactly discouraged me, had at any 
rate obliged me to postpone my hopes; but, as I have already 
said, my love was of a quasi-mystic nature and it was perhaps 
a deceitful suggestion of the Devil’s (though it was impossible 
for me to reali2e it at the time) that made me consider the 
admixture of anything whatever carnal in it would be a pro- 
fanation. However that might be, I had resigned myself to 
dissociating pleasure and love; and even thought that this 
divorce was dcsiral)le, that pleasure would be purer and love 
more perfect if tlie heart and senses were kept apart. Yes, 
Paul and I were resolved when we started . . . And if anyone 
were to ask me how it is possible that Paul, who had been 
brought up, morally it is true, but in a Catholic and not a 
Puritan family, should have kept his virginity till he was past 
twenty-three, living as he did in a circle of artists and with 
the constant provocation about him of students and models - 
I should answer that it is my story I am telling and not his, 
and that besides such cases are much more fi»qucnt than one 
supposes; for people generally dislike having them known. 
Timidity, shame, distaste, pride, ill-judged sentimentality, 
nervous fright caused by an unfortunate experience (this was 
Paul’s case, I believe) all these things may stop a young man 
on the verge. Then follow doubt, disquiet, romanticism, and 
melancholy : we were tired of all this; we were determined to 
.shake ourselves free from all this. But our predominant feel- 
ing was one of horror for anything peculiar, odd. morbid, and 
abnormal. And in the conversations we had before starting, 
we urged each other, I remember, to pursue an ideal of 
equilibrium, plenitude, and health. It was I believe, indeed, 
my fu-st aspiration towards what is now known as ‘cla.«icism ; 
how contrary this was to the Christian ideal 1 began life with, 
it is impossible to say; and I realized this so thoroughly that 
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I determined not to taJce my Bible away with me. This, which 
may perhaps seem a trifle, was of the highest importance : up 
till that time not a day had gone by without my going to the 
Holy Book for both sustenance and counsel. But it was just 
because this sustenance seemed to have become indispens- 
able, that I felt I must do without it. I did not bid farewell 
to Christ without a wrench at my heart, so that I ask myself 
now whether I ever really left Him. 

We stayed a few days at Toulon with the Latils, family 
friends of Paul’s. I caught cold there and was beginning to 
feel unwell even before we left France, though 1 said nothing 
about it. I should not have mentioned this, if the question of 
health had not been so important in my life, and particularly 
so during the period that began with this journey. I had 
always been delicate ; for two years running the army medical 
board had pronounced me unfit for military service, and the 
third time I went up had definitely rejected me; the word 
‘tuberculosis’ was what the paper said, and I don’t know 
whether I had been more delighted at having been let off my 
service or frightened by the reason given. I knew besides that 
had already ... In short, the kind of treacherous 
cold I caught at Toulon alarmed me so much that I almost 
hesitated whether I should not let Paul sail by hunself and 
join him a little later. Then I abandoned myself to my fate, 
which is almost always the wisest thing to do. Besides which 
I thought the warmth of Algiers would set me to rights and 
that no climate could be better for me. 

In the meantime Toulon was welcoming the Russian 
squadron; the harbour was dkked with flags, the town 
Uluminated, and strange rejoicings overflowed iu smallest 
pleys; thus, from stage to stage of our journey, and even at 
Its very stary^untries and peoples, so we fancied, made 
mer^ to gredt us, and nature herseU grew brighter at our 
coming. I cannot remember how I came to let Paul go bv 
himself to the night-fete given on one of the men-of-war- it 
was either that I felt too unwell or else that the spectacle of 
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debauchery and dnankenness in the little streets attracted me 
more. 

We spent the next day with the Latils, at La Simiane, their 
magnificent place on the coast, where Paul remembers my 
telling him the subject of what afterwards became my Sym- 
phonie Pastorale. I talked to him too of another more am- 
bitious plan, which I ought to have carried out before letting 
it be devoured by my scruples. One should only become 
aware of the difficulties of a subject progressively and in the 
course of working at it; if one realizes them all at the outset, 
one loses heart. My plan then was to write the imaginary 
history of a people, of a country, with its wars and revolu- 
tions and changes of government and outstanding events. 
Although the history of every country is different from that 
of every other, I flattered myself I should be able to trace 
lines that would be common to them all. I should have in- 
vented heroes, sovereigns, statesmen, artists, and an apo- 
crypha-literature; I should have described and criticized its 
tendencies, traced the evolution of its different styles, quoted 
fragments of its chefs-d’oeuvre . . . And all this to prove 
what? That mankind might have had a different history, 
that our manners and customs and morals might have been 
different, our tastes, codes, and standards of beauty different 
- and nevertheless remained human. If I had really em- 
barked upon this subject, I should perhaps have come to 
grief but without a doubt I should have enjoyed myseU 


immensely. _ T„ni« 

We had a fairly calm crossing from Marseilles to I uni . 

Our cabin was stifling and the first night I perspired so pr^ 

fuscly that the sheets stuck to me : I spent the second night on 

deck Great flames of sheet lightning flickered in the di 

fance' in the direction of Africa. Africa ! I repeated th 

mysterious word over and over again; in mf uhagmation 

wis big with terrors, with alluring horrors, s<flth hopes an 

expectations; and throughout the hot "'S';' 

longing eyes towards the sultry promise of the lightning 

swathed horizon. 
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Oh, I know a journey to Tunis has nothing very extra- 
ordinary about it; no, but the extraordinary thing was our 
going there. In truth, the coco-palms of the atolls would fill 
me with no greater amazement to-day - and to-morrow, alas, 
with less - than the sight of the first camels I saw from the 
deck of our boat. There they were on the strip of low land 
that curved round the narrow channel we had entered, sil- 
houetted against the sky like a demonstration on a black- 
board. I had of course expected to see camels, but I had 
never succeeded in imagining them so queer; and then, when 
our ship drew up alongside the quay, that shoal of golden 
fish it sent spirting and flying out of the water ! And the 
crowd straight out of the Arabian Nights, which came hust- 
ling round to seize our luggage ! We were at that stage of 
life when every novelty is intoxicating delight. With what 
gusto we enjoyed both our thirst and the quenching of it ! 
Everything was astonishing beyond all hope. How innocently 
we fell into all the traps of the touts! But how lovely the 
stuffs of our haiks and burnouses were! How delicious we 
thought the coffee the shopman offered us, and how generous 
of the shopman to offer it ! On the very first day, as soon as 
we made our appearance in the bazaar, a small guide of 
about fourteen years old took possession of us and escorted 
us into the shops (we should have been indignant if anyone 
had suggested he was given a commission); then, as he talked 
French fairly well, and moreover was charming, we made an 
appointment with him for the next day at our hotel. He was 
called Ceci and came from the island of Djerba, said to be 
the isle of the Lotus-eaters. I remember our anxiety when he 
did not turn up at the appointed hour. And a few days later, 
when he came into my room (we had left the hotel and taken 
a little apartment of three rooms in the Rue A1 Djezira) 
carrying the things we had just bought, I remembered my 
mixed and troubled feelings when he half undressed in order 
to show me how to drape myself in a haik. 

Captain Julian, whom we met at General Leclerc’s, put 
some army horses at our disposal and offered to go riding 
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with us outside the walls. Up till that time I had never ridden 
except in a riding-school, where we pupils, after filing 
drearily past while the riding-master criticized our seat, had 
trotted gloomily backwards and forwards for an hour on end 
in a gloomy covered-in hall. My little chestnut Arab was per- 
haps a thought too spirited to be quite to my taste, but when 
I resigned myself to giving him his head and letting him 
gallop to his heart’s content, my delight was immeasurable. 
I soon found myself alone, having lost my companions and 
my way, and feeling very little inclined to find either the 
former or the latter again before evening. The gold and 
purple of the setting sun was flooding the unmense plain that 
lies between Tunis and Mt Zaghouan and is marked out at 
long intervals by the huge ruined arches of the Roman aque- 
duct; I imagined it was the very same that in ancient days 
had brought the limpid waters of the Nymphaeum to Car- 
thage. A pool of brackish water looked like a lake of blood; I 
followed its desolate shores and startled a few birds I took for 
flamingos. 

We had intended to stay in Tunis till the beginning of 
winter and then travel to Biskra via the South, for we were 
inexperienced enough to think nothing of bad weather and 
to be afraid only of the heal. But Captain Julian, who spoke 
from knowledge, persuaded us, in view of the approaching 
cold weather, not to delay our departure. He revised our 
itinerary, prepared our relays and gave us quantities of intro- 
ductions for every stage. If I remember rightly a military 
escort was to accompany us across the Chott El Djerid. We 
embarked on our journey through the desert with a childish 
want of foresight, trusting to our stars, and convinced that 
everything we undertook must turn out successfully. For 
twenty-five francs a day we procured the services of a guide 
and of a coachman who was to drive us in an enormous 
landau - a kind of gorgeous coach with four horses - and 
take us to Soussc in four days. There we were to consider 
whether it would not be better to dismiss the landau and 
take the Sfax and Gabes diligence. The guide and coaclunan 
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were both Maltese, young, superb, and stalwart, with brigand- 
like airs that delighted us. I am still amazed we were able 
to get such an equipage for so small a sum ; but of course 
we had to pay the four days’ return journey as well. And 
now all was ready - the relays arranged for, and our luggage 
and provisions roped on to the back of the landau. As we 
sank back in a heap of rugs and burnouses, Paul and I looked 
like two Russian boyards : 

‘And those about them were amazed at the modesty of 
their tips,’ said Paul, ably putting the situation in a nutshell. 

We were to sleep at Zaghouan, and all day long we 
watched the mountain in front of us slowly drawing nearer 
and nearer and gradually growing pinker and pinker. And 
the vastness of the country, its monotony, its iridescence, its 
emptiness, its silence slowly sank into our hearts . . . But oh, 
the wind ! ... If it stopped blowing, the heat was overpower- 
ing; if it rose the cold was perishing. It blew like the flowing 
of water in a big river, swiftly and steadily ; it pierced one’s 
wraps, one’s clothes, one’s very flesh; I was chilled to the 
bone. I had not properly recovered from the indisposition I 
had suffered from at Toulon, and fatigue had made it worse; 
but I would not give in. I felt it too hard not to do whatever 
Paul did and I went with him every^vhere; but I expect that 
but for me he would have done more, and that he held back 
out of kindness and delicacy when he saw my strength be- 
^nning to fail. I was constantly having to take precautions, 
constantly afraid of being not warmly enough, or too warmly^ 
clad. In these circumstances, it was folly to launch off across 
the desert. But I would not give up the idea, and besides. I 
fell a victim to the lure of the South, to that mirage of mild- 
ness with which it blinds us. 

Zaghouan, however, with its charming orchards, its run- 
ning waters, its sheltered situation in a fold of the mountains 
would have had a great many advantages, and I should no 

doubt soon have got well, if I could have brought myself to 
stop there. 

But how was it possible not to imagine that stiff further 
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south . . . ? We arrived at the inn famished and exhausted. As 
soon as we had finished supper we prepared to go to bed, 
with the one idea of getting off to sleep as quickly as possible, 
when a spahi (he may have been a turco - I know notliing 
about uniforms) came with a message to say that the com- 
manding officer (I know nothing about ranks either, and 
have never been able to count stripes) had already been in- 
formed of our arrival, that he was looking forward to seeing 
us and could not allow us to lodge anywhere but in the 
camp. He added that there were several cases of cholera in 
the village and that it would be imprudent to stay in it. This 
invitation did not at all suit our book; we had already taken 
out our things for the night; we had to start early the next 
morning and we were dropping with sleep; but how was it 
possible to refuse? I think nevertheless we tried to and only 
gave in when a second spahi appeared with another sum- 
mons, so we were obliged to pack up our bags again; they 
were put on to a mule that was waiting at the door and we 
set off behind it. The camp was about a mile away; there we 
found several officers who seemed to have had nothing better 
to do than to wait for us; they meant to carry us off to a 
Moorish cafe, which provided the only entertainment in the 
place, with its songs and dances. I excused myself on the 
ground of fatigue, and Paul went with them alone. One of 
officers offered to show me to our dormitory; but no sooner 
had the others gone than he stuck me down at a table in front 
of him, and, pulling out a voluminous packet of MS., forced 
me to listen for over an hour while he read aloud a work on 

Arabic dialects. 

That night in camp, however, was not unprofitable, for 
there I made my first acquaintance with bugs. When the 
officer thought I had been sufficiently plagued, he conducted 
me, more dead than alive, to a kind of enormous shed, very 
dimly lighted by a tallow dip, in a corner of which were two 
camp beds. The creatures rushed to the feast as soon as the 
candle was out. I did not realize at first they were bugs and 
thought some practical joker had sprinkled the sheets with 
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an irritant. There was a struggle for some time between 
sleepiness and itching, but itching was the stronger and sleep 
retired discomfited. I wanted to relight my candle l)ut looked 
in vain for matches. I remembered having noticed an al- 
carazas on a stool at the head of my bed. By the light of tlie 
moon, which was shining in by a window, 1 look a long 
draught from the alcarazas; then soaking my handkerchief, 

I tried to cool my fever, and drenched the neck and wrist- 
bands of my nightshirt with water. After that, as it was hope- 
less to think of sleep any more, I groped for my clothes in the 
dark and dressed. 

On the threshold I met Paul just coming in : 

‘I can’t stand it any longer,’ I said. ‘I’m going out.* 

‘Don’t forget we’re in a camp. You don’t know the pass- 
word. You may be fired on, if you go too far.’ 

The moon was flooding the camp with its silent light, and 
for some time I paced up and down in front of the shed 
door; I felt as if I were dead, a floating ghost, light and un- 
substantial as a dream or a memory; if the sentinel I saw 
over there were to challenge me, thought I, I should fade 
away into the night. 1 must have gone in unconsciously and 
lain down on my bed again in my clothes, for it was there 
reveille woke me. 

We were told our carriage was waiting for us at the inn. 
The morning air had never seemed to me more delicious 
than after that feverish night. The wlute walls of the houses 
of Zaghouan, which the evening before had struck a note of 
blue against the rose-coloured sky, were now tinted like 
hydrangeas in the softer azure of the dawn. We left Zag- 
houan without having seen the Nymphaeum, so I ain able to 
imagine it is one of the most beautiful places in the world. 

On the second day, our road was more often than not a 
half-obliterated track, and immediately after leaving the 
mountains it plunged into a region more arid still than the 
one we had passed through the day before. Towards the 
middle of the day we came to a cavernous rocky cliff, peopled 
by bees and streaming with honey - at least, so our guide told 
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US. We reached the model farm of Enfida in the evening and 
spent the night there. On the third day we arrived at Kair- 
ouan. The holy city rises suddenly and unexpectedly straight 
out of the desert; its immediate surroundings are ferocious; 
not a trace of vegetation except nopals - those extraordinary 
plants like green rackets, covered with poisonous prickles - 
whose thickets are said to be the haunt of cobras. Near the 
town gate, at the foot of the ramparts, a magician was mak- 
ing one of those terrible serpents dance to the sound of his 
flute. All the houses of the town had been freshly white- 
washed, as though in honour of our arrival. I prefer these 
wliite walls, with their shadows and strange reflections, to 
any but the mud walls of the southern oases. I was glad to 

think that Gautier disliked them. 

We had letters of introduction to the principal personages 
of the town, and rather imprudently made use of them, for 
it greatly curtailed our liberty. We went to dinner at the 
caliph’s to meet some officers; it was all very splendid and 
gay; after dinner, I was set down to a wretched piano and 
had’ to rack my brains for music for the guests to dance to . . . 
Why do I tell all this? I know well enough it isn’t interesting. 
Merely. I think, to put off for a little what is coming. 

We spent the whole of next day at Kairouan. There was 
a gathering of Ai.ssaouas in a little mosque, which surpassed 
in frenzy, in strangeness, in beauty, in nobility, in horror, 
anything I have ever seen since; in my six other journeys 
Algeria, I have never met with anything approaching it. 

We started off again. I was feeling more and more unwell 
ever>' day. Every day, the wind grew colder and colder an 
blew incessantly. When we arrived at Sousse after another 
day in the desert, I was breathing with such difficulty, and 
beginning to feel so uncomfortable, that Paul w'ent to fetch 
the regimental doctor. (For once our letters of introduction 
were of some use.) It was plain enough he thougl.t my con 
dition serious. He prescribed a revulsive to relieve the con- 
gestion of my lungs and promised to come agmm next day^ 

Needless to say there was no further question of our con- 
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tinuing our trip. But I thought Biskra would not be a bad 
place in which to spend the winter, so long as we gave up the 
idea of reaching it by the longest and most adventurous 
route. If we returned to Tunis, the train would take us there 
prosaically, but practically, in two days. In the ineantinie, I 
must first of all rest, for 1 was not fit as yet to travel. 

I ought now, I suppose, to describe my state of mind when 
I heard the doctor’s opinion, and say to what extent I felt 
alarmed. I cannot remember that I was much concerned ; 
either because at that time I was not really afraid of death, 
or because my idea of death was vague and remote, or be- 
cause my state of apathy was such that I was incapable of 
feeling any strong reaction whatever. Moreover, the elegiac 
strain does not particularly suit me. I gave myself up to fate 
therefore without feeling much regret except that I was in- 
volving Paul in my break-down ; for he would not hear of 
leaving me alone and continuing his journey without me; so 
that the first result of my illness, and I might almost say its 
reward, was to bring home to me the inestimable value of his 
friendship. 

We stayed at Sousse only six days. But on the dreary back- 
ground of those monotonous days of waiting, there stands 
out a little episode which was of great Importance in my 
life. And if it is indecent to relate it, it would be still more 
dishonest to pass it over. 

At certain hours of the day, Paul left me to go and paint; 
but I was not so poorly as to be unable sometimes to go and 
join him. For that matter, during the whole time of my ill- 
ness I did not keep my bed, nor even my room, for a single 
day. I never went out without taking a coat and a rug with 
me ; as soon as I got outside, some boy would appear and 
offer to carry them. The one who accompanied me on that 
particular day was a young brown-skinned Arab whom I 
had already noticed on the previous day among the troop of 
httle rascals who loitered in the neighbourhood of the hotel. 
He wore a chechia on his head like the others and nothing 
else but a coat of coarse Unen and baggy Tunisian trousers 
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that stopped short at the knee and made his bare legs look 
even slenderer than they were. He seemed more reserved or 
more timid than his companions, so that as a rule they were 
beforehand with him; but that day, I don’t know how it 
was, 1 went out without any of them seeing me, and all of a 
sudden it was he who joined me at the corner of the hotel. 

The hotel was situated in a sandy district on the outskirts 
of the town. It was sad to see the olive-trees, so fine in the 
surrounding country, half submerged here by the drifting 
sandhills. A little further on one was astonished to come upon 
a stream - a meagre water-course, springing out of the sand 
just in time to reflect a little bit of sky before reaching the 
sea. A gathering of negresses squatting over their washing 
beside this trickle of fresh water was the subject Paul had 
chosen before which to plant his easel. I had promised to 
meet him there, but when Ali - this was my little guide’s 
name - led me up among the sandhills, in spite of the fatigue 
of w'alkingin the sand, I followed him ; we soon reached a kind 
of funnel or crater, the rim of which was just high enough 
to command the surrounding country and give a view of any- 
one coming. As soon as wc got there, Ali flung the coat and 
rug down on the sloping sand; he flung himself down too, 
and stretched on his back, with his arms spread out on each 
side of him, he looked at me and laughed. I was not such a 
simpleton as to misunderstand his invitation; but I did not 
answer it at once. I sat down myself, not very far from hun. 
but yet not very near either, and in my turn looked at hun 
steadily and waited, feeling extremely curious as to what he 
would do next. 

I waited ! I wonder to-day at my fortitude ... But was it 
really curiosity that held me back ? I am not sure. The .secret 
motive of our acts- 1 mean of the most decisive ones - escapes 
us; and not in memory but at the very moment of their 
occurrence. Was I still hesitating on the threshold of what is 
called sin? No; my disappointment would have been too 
great if the adventure had ended with the triumph of my 
virtue - which I already loathed and despised. No; it w'a.s 
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really curiosity that made me wait . . . And I watched his 
laughter slowly fade away, his lips close down again over 
his white teeth and an expression of sadness and disconihture 
cloud his charming face. 

‘Good-bye, then,’ he said. 

Seizing the hand he was holding out I sent him spinning to 
the ground. At once he began laughing again. He made short 
shrift of the complicated knots in the lacings that served him 
as a belt, but pulled a little dagger out of his pocket and 
slashed through the tangle with a single cut. Down fell his 
clothes, he threw his vest away and stood up naked as a god. 
For a moment he stretched his slender arms heavenward, 
then, still laughing, he fell upon me. His body may well have 
been burning hot, but to me it felt as refreshing as deep shade. 
How lovely the sand was ! In the glorious splendour of even- 
ing what radiance bathed my joy ! 

In the meantime it was getting late. I had to join Paul. 
No doubt my countenance bore traces of my rapture and I 
think he guessed something; but as - out of discretion, per- 
haps - he did not question me, I said nothing. 

I have so often spoken of Biskra that I will not repeat 
myself here. The set of rooms surrounded with terraces 
(I have described them in the Immoraliste) which were put 
at our disposal by the Hotel de I’Oasis, were actually those 
that had been arranged for Cardinal Lavigerie, who was on 
the point of occupying them when he expired at the P6rcs 
Blancs’ mission house. I slept in the Cardinal’s own bed, in 
the biggest room, which we also used as a sitting-rooni; a 
small room next it served as a dining-room, for we had no 
intention of taking our meals with the other inmates of the 
hotel. The dishes were brought us on a hot-plate by a young 
Arab called Athman whom we had taken into our service. 
He was not inore than fourteen, but very tali though not 
very strong; his height, however, gave him an appearance of 
importance among the other boys who used to come to our 
terraces after school hours to play at marbles or spin their 


tops; Athman indeed was a head taller than any of them, so 
that his patronizing airs seemed almost natural; for that 
matter, his swagger was charmingly good-tempered, and 
even droll, as though to imply that if perhaps he was a little 
ridiculous, it was not altogether unintentionally. He was 
besides the best and most honest boy in the world, incapable 
of taking advantage of anyone and with as little ability to 
make money as a poet - always ready on the contrary to 
spend and give away all he had. When he told one his 
dreams, one understood Joseph’s. He was very fond of stories, 
knew a great many and told them in a slow, clumsy way 
Paul and I fondly thought was oriental. He was indolent, 
greatly given to wool-gathering, and possessed to a high 
degree the charming faculty of exaggerating his happiness 
and wafting away the cares of the moment in dreams, hopes, 
and smoke. He helped me to understand that if the Arab 
people, artistic as they are, have produced .so few works of 
art, it is because they do not attempt to hoard their joys. 
There is much to be said about this, but I have resolved not 
to digress. 

Athman lodged in a third room next door to the dining- 
room - a tiny little room opening on to a minute terrace 
which brought the apartment to an end; this was where he 
used to clean our shoes, and this was where Paul and I found 
him one morning, sitting cross-legged on the ground like a 
Turk, and dressed up in his finest clothes, as if he were going 
to a feast; he had made a circle round him of twelve candle- 
ends, all lighted, though it was broad daylight, and alternat- 
ing with little nosegays arranged in small tin cups. In the 
heart of this modest magnificence sat Athman, brushing and 
polishing our shoes with rhythmic energy, and singing at the 
top of his voice something or other that sounded like a h>inn. 

He was not so happy when he accompanied Paul across 
the oasis, carrying his ea.sel, paint-box, camp-stool, and um- 
brella. He would suddenly stop .short, sweating and panting, 
and exclaim with the utmost conviction : ‘Oh, here’s a beauti- 
ful subject!’ in an attempt to bring his master’s vagabond 
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humour to a standstill. So Paul would tell me with great 
amusement when he came home. 

I felt totally unfit to go with them, and watched them set 
off not without a touch of melancholy. I could not manage 
more at first than the public gardens, which began at our 
door. In truth, I was a poor thing ; my lungs, or ‘heart’s fan’, 
as Athman called them, did their work grudgingly and it was 
an effort to breathe. As soon as we arrived at Biskra, Paul 
had sent for Dr D., who brought his thermocautery and 
began at once to use it; after which he came back every 
other day. After about a fortnight’s application of pointes He 
feu to the chest and back alternately, followed by a liberal 
sprinkling of turpentine, the congestion kindly consented to 
become localized; it then passed abruptly from the right lung 
to the left, to Dr D.’s stupefaction. There was no question 
of taking my temperature, but from some of the symptoms I 
can remember, I feel convinced I was feverish morning and 
evening. I had had a good piano sent me from Algiers, but 
the running up of the smallest scale put me out of breath. 
Incapable of work, and even of prolonged attention, I 
dragged miserably through the day, my only distraction, my 
only joy, being to watch the boys at play on our terraces, or 
in the public gardens, if the weather allowed of my going 
out; for the rainy season had now set in. And it was not with 
any one of ^em in particular that I fell in love, but with 
their youth indiscriminately. The sight of their health sus- 
tained me and I had no wish for any society but theirs. 
Perhaps I found in their simple ways and childish talk a mute 
counsel to trust more confidently to life. Under the combined 
influence of climate and Ulness, I felt my austerity beginning 
to melt and my frowning brows unbend. At last I realized 
how much pride lay concealed in this resistance of mine to 

what I had once called temptation, but which I called so 
no longer, now that I ha ' 

obstinate than faithful,’ 

prided myself indeed on 

placed all my obstinacy 


d ceased to fight against it. ‘More 
Signoret had once said to me; I 
being faithful; but henceforth I 
in clinging to the resolution Paul 
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and I had made to ‘renormalize’ ourselves. Illness did not 
weaken my determination. And I should like it to be under- 
stood how largely resolution entered into what I am about 
to relate; if I am to be accused of giving way to my inclina- 
tions, let it be understood, I repeat, that they were the 
inclinations of my mind and not of my body. My natural 
propensity, which I was at last forced to recognize, but which 
I would not as yet assent to, was increased by resistance; I 
merely strengthened it by struggling, and in despair of van- 
quishing it, I thought I might succeed in cheating it. Out of 
sympathy for Paul, I even went so far as to invent imaginary 
desires; that is to say, I adopted his, and each of us en- 
couraged the other. A winter resort like Biskra offers par- 
ticular facilities in this respect; a troop of women live there 
who make a trade of their persons; the French government 
treats them, it is true, like the usual prostitutes of vulgar 
brothels; re.gistration is enforced on them for purposes of 
supervision (thanks to which Dr D. was able to give us the 
necessary infonnation about each of them), but their manners 
and habits are different from those of ordinary licensed 
prostitutes. By an ancient tradition, the tribe of the Oulad 
Nail exports its daughters every year when they are barely 
nubile, and a few years later they return with a dowry that 
enables them to purchase a husband, who accepts, without 
considering it dishonourable, what in our countries would 
cover him with ridicule or shame. The real Oulad Nail have 
a great reputation for beauty; so that all the women who 
practise the profession in those parts call themselves by that 
name; not all of them, however, return to their own county, 
so that there are women of all ages among them, some being 
extremely young; these, before they are nubile, share the 
lodging of some elder sister or friend, who protects and 
initiates the younger; the sacrifice of their virginity is 
the occasion for rejoicings in which half the town takes 

part. 

The troop of the Oulad Nail at Biskra is confined to one 
or two streets, known as the Holy Streets. A euphemism. 
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I think not. The Oulad often figure in semi-profane, semi- 
religious ceremonies; very venerable marabouts show them- 
selves in their company; I do not want to be too positive, 
but I am under the impression the Mahommedan religion 
does not view them unfavourably. The Holy Streets are also 
the streets of the cafes; at night they became animated and 
the whole population of the oasis throngs them. The Oulad 
exhibit themselves to the desires of the passers-by in groups 
of two or three, sitting at the foot of little flights of steps that 
lead straight from the street to their rooms. Motionless, 
sumptuously dressed and adorned, with their necklaces of 
gold coins and high head-dresses, they look like idols in their 
niches. 

I remember walking down these streets a few years later 
with Dr Bourget of Lausanne. 

‘Young men ought to be brought here to give them a 
horror of debauchery,’ exclaimed the worthy man, bursting 
with disgust. (Every Swiss carries his glaciers inside him.) 
Oh ! how little he knew of the human heart ! - of mine at any 
rate . .. Exotic beauty can best be compared to the Queen 
of Sheba, who came to Solomon ‘to prove him with hard 
questions’. There is nothing for it. Some people fall in love 
with what is like them; others with what is different. I am 
among the latter. Strangeness solicits me as much as fami- 
liarity repels. Let me add besides, and with more particu- 
larity, that I am attracted by ‘Phoebus’ amorous pinches’ on 
a brown skin ; it was especially for me that Virgil wrote : 

Quid tunc si fuseus Amyntas? 

Paul came back one day very much excited : as he was 
walking home he had met the troop of Oulad going to bathe 
at Fontaine-Chaude. One of them, whom he described as 
being particularly charming, had managed to escape from 
the group at a sign from him; an appointment had been 
made. And as I was not yet in sufficienUy good health to 
g to her, It was settled she was to come to us. Although 
these women are confined to their lodgings, which have 
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nothing in common with a brothel, they are obliged to con- 
form to certain rules : there is a fixed hour after which they 
are not allowed out : they must escape, if they wish to, before 
it; Paul accordingly went to lurk behind a tree in the public 
gardens, and lie in wait for Meriem, on her return from the 
bath ; he was to bring her back to me. We had decorated the 
room, prepared the meal we meant to take with her, and 
given Athman a holiday. But the hour had long since gone 
bv: I waited in a state of inexpressible agitation; Paul came 
back alone. 

The reaction was all the more cruel because there was 
no real desire at the back of my resolution. I was as dis- 
appointed as Cain when he saw the smoke of his offering 
beaten back to earth : the holocaust was not accepted. We 
felt we should never again find such another occasion; I felt 
I should never again be so well prepared. The door which 
hope had pu.'^hed ajar for a moment was too heax^; it had 
slammed back again; it always would : I was shut out for 
ever. I must put a good face on it, I said to myself, and the 
best thing to do, no doubt, is to laugh; and besides we took 
no little pride in showing our buoyancy under the blows of 
fate; our humour was apt enough and the meal which had 
begun lugubriously ended in merriment. 

Suddenly there was a noise like the fluttering of a wing 
against the window. The outside door opened gently . . . 

Of all that evening this is the moment of which I have 
kept the most thrilling recollection : I can still see Meriem 
outlined on the dark background of the night; I see her 
standing there hesitating; then .she recognizes Paul and 
smiles, but before coming in, she steps back, and leaning over 
the balustrade of the terrace behind her, waves her haik in 
the dark - a signal to dismiss the maid-servant who had 
brought her to the foot of our staircase. 

Meriem knew a little French; enough to tell us the reason 
she had not been able to join Paul, and how Athman soon 
after had shown her where we lived. She was wrapped in a 
double haik, which she let fall at the door. I cannot remember 
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her dress, for she soon shed it ; but she kept her bracelets on 
her wrists and ankles. I do not remember either if it was not 
Paul who began by taking her to his room, a separate little 
pavilion at the other end of the terrace; yes, I think she did 
not come to me till dawn; but I can remember Aihman’s 
lowered eyes next morning as he passed in front of the Car- 
dinal’s bed and his amused, prudish, comic ‘Good morning, 
Meriem !’ 

Meriem was amber-skinned, firm-fleshed. Her figure was 
round but still almost childish, for she was barely sixteen. 
I can only compare her to a bacchante - the one on the Gaeta 
vase, for instance - because of her tinkling bracelets too, 
which she was continually shaking. I remember having seen 
her dance in one of the cafes of the Holy Street, where Paul 
had taken me one evening. Her cousin En Barka was dancing 
there too. They danced in the antique fashion of the Oulad, 
their heads straight and erect, their busts motionless, their 
hands agile, their whole bodies shaken by the rhythmic beat- 
ing of their feet. How much I liked this ‘Mahommedan 
music’, ‘ with its steady, obstinate, inces.sant flow; it went to 
my head, stupefied me like an opiate, drowsily and volup- 
tuously benumbed my thoughts. On a platform beside the 
clarinet player sat an old Negro, clacking his metal castanets, 
and little Mohammed, in a lyrical ecstacy, thumping on his 
tambourine. How beautiful he was! Half naked under his 
rags, black and slender as a demon, open-mouthed and wild- 
eyed ... Paul had bent towards me that evening (does he 
remember it, I wonder ?) and whispered in my ear : 

'Do you suppose he doesn’t excite me more than Meriem ?’ 

He had said it in jest, without meaning it, for he was only 
attracted by women; but what need had he to say it to me of 
all people? I did not answer; but this avowal had haunted 
me ever since ; I had taken it as mine ; or rather it was already 
mine, even before Paul had spoken; and if that night I was 
valiant with Menem, it was because I shut my eyes and 
imagined I was holding Mohammed in my arms. 

1. Allusion to a poem by Verlaine. 
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After that night I experienced an extraordinary sensation 
of calm and comfort. And I do not only mean the feeling of 
rest that sometimes follows upon pleasure; it is certain that 
Meriem had then and there done me more good than all the 
doctor s revulsives. I should hardly dare recommend this 
treatment; but my case was so much a matter of nerves that 
it is not surprising my lungs were relieved by so radical a 
diversion, and a kind of equilibrium established. 

Meriem returned ; she returned for Paul ; she was to return 
for me, and the appointment was already made, when we 
suddenly received a telegram from my mother, announcing 
her arrival. A few days before Meriem’s first visit, I had had 
a haemorrhage; I had not attached much importance to it 
myself, but it had greatly alarmed Paul. He had told his 
parents about it and they had thought it their duty to tell my 
mother; no doubt too they w'ere anxious for my mother to 
come and relieve him in his attendance upon me, for they 
must have thought the time of a young man with a travelling 
scholarship might be more profitably employed than in the 
capacity of sick-nurse. Be that as it may, my mother arrived. 

I was of course glad to see her and show her the country; 
we were nevertheless dismayed; our life together was begin- 
ning to be so well organized : should we have to interrupt this 
re-education of our instincts when we had only just started 
upon it? I swore we should not, that my mother’s presence 
should change nothing in our habits and that to begin with 
Meriem should not be put off. 

When I afterwards related the story of our adventure to 
Albert, I was fo(jlishIy surprised to find that a man I had 
tliought broad-minded was moved to indignation by the joint 
possession that had seemed so natural to Paul and me. Our 
friendship had even taken pleasure in it, had been strength- 
ened by it as by a fresh bond. And we were not jealous either 
of the strangers to whom Meriem granted or sold her favours. 
The fact was we both looked upon the carnal act at that 
time with c\nicisni, and, on this occasion at any rate, no 
sentiment of any kind was mixed with it. Albert, on the con- 
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trary, less as a moralist than as a romantic of the generation 
that had been brought up on the poetry of Musset, would 
only admit sensual enjo>Tnent as a recompense of love, and 
considered simple pleasure contemptible. As for me, I have 
already said how much both actual events and my own 
natural inclinations encouraged me to dissociate love from 
desire - to such a degree, indeed, that I was almost shocked 
by the idea of mixing them. But I am not trying to make my 
ethics prevail; it is not my apology I am writing, but my 
story. 

My mother then arrived one evening in company with our 
old Marie, who had never made so long a journey. The 
rooms they were to occupy - the only ones in the hotel - were 
on the other side of the courtyard and opened straight on to 
our terraces. If I remember rightly, it was that very evening 
that we were expecting Meriem; she arrived almost directly 
after my mother and Marie had retired to their rooms; and 
at first everything went off without a hitch. But in the early 
morning . . . 

A remainder of shame - or rather of respect for my 
mother’s feelings - had made me close my door. Meriem 
went straight to Paul’s room. The little pavilion he occupied 
was so situated that one had to cross the terrace from end to 
end in order to reach it. In the early morning, when Meriem 
knocked at my window as she passed, I rose hastily and 
waved her good-bye. She stepped furtively away and melted 
into the reddening sky like a ghost that fades on the first 
crowing of the cock; but just at that moment, that is to say, 
before she had vanished, I saw the shutters of my mother’s’ 
room open and my mother lean out of her window. Her 
glance followed Meriem’s flight for a moment; and then the 
window closed. The catastrophe was upon us. 

It was obvious a woman had come from Paul’s room It 
was certain my mother had seen her, had understood’.,. 
What could I do but wait ? I waited. 

My mother took her early breakfast in her room. Paul 
went out and then she came and sat down beside me. I cannot 
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remember her words exactly. I remember I had the cruelty to 
say, with a great effort, both because I did not want the 
blame to fall on Paul alone, and also because I intended to 
safeguard the future : 

‘But you know, she doesn’t come only for Paul. She’s 
coming back.’ 

I remember her tears. I think indeed she said nothing. I 
think she found nothing to say and could only cry; but her 
tears touched and saddened my heart more than any re- 
proaches could have done. She wept and wept; I felt she was 
inconsolably, infinitely sad. So that if I had the face to tell 
her Meriem was coming back, I had not the courage after- 
wards to keep my word, and the only other experiment I 
made at Biskra was outside our hotel with En Barka in her 
own room. Paul was with me, and for him as well as for me 
this fresh attempt was a miserable failure. En Barka was 
much too beautiful (and I must add a good deal older than 
Meriem); her very beauty froze me; I felt a kind of admira- 
tion for her but not the smallest trace of desire. I came to her 
as a worshipper without an offering. The case of Pygmalion 
was reversed, for it was the w’oman who became a statue m 
my arms; or rather, it was I who turned to marble. Caresses, 
provocation.'!, nothing availed ; I was mute, and left her with- 
out having been able to give her anything but money. 

In the meantime spring was laying its touch upon the oasis. 
Faint whispers of delight began to stir under the palm-trees. 

I was feeling better. One morning I ventured to take a much 
longer walk than usual: the country, for all its monotony, 
had an inexhaustible attraction for me ; I too felt I had begun 
to live again; that I was indeed alive for the first lime, that 
I had left the Valiev of the Shadow of Death and was 
awakening to real life. Yes, I was entering upon a new exist- 
ence where every joy was to be w^elcomed and none resisted. 
An Azure haze lent distance to the foreground and made 
every object imponderable, immaterial. I myself, a creature 
without weight, walked slowly on, like Rinaldo in the garden 
of Amiida, soul and body quivering, dazzled and amazed 
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with a wonder beyond words. I heard, I saw, I breathed as I 
had never done before; and as the blended stream of sounds, 
perfumes, and colours flooded my empty heart, I felt it dis- 
solve in passionate gratitude. 

Take me, take me body and soul,’ I cried, sobbing out my 
worship to some unknown Apollo; ‘I am thine - obedient, 
submissive. Let all within me be light ! Light and air! My 
struggle against thee has been vain. But now I know thee. 
Thv will be done ! I resist no longer. I am in thy hands. 
Take me!’ 

And so, my face wet with tears, I entered an enchanting 
universe full of laughter and strangeness. 


Our stay at Biskra was drawing to an end. My mother had 
come to relieve Paul so that he might be free to continue his 
journey without anxiety about me; but when she proposed 
to take his place, for my health still necessitated a great deal 
of care, he declared he had no intention of leaving me. This 
was a fresh proof of his friendship, given without my having 
shown him I should be heartbroken by his departure. So it 
was my mother and Marie who returned to France, while 
Paul and I embarked at Tunis for Sicily and Italy.* 

We did no more than pass through Syracuse ; I saw neither 
the Cyane nor the avenue of tombs, nor the quarries; I was 
too unwell to look at anything, to see anything ; and it was not 
ti 1 some years later that I dipped my hands in the fountain 
of Arethusa. We were in a hurry too to get to Rome and 

to take breath, for this first stage of our journey had utterly 
exhausted me. Heavens 1 how tiresome this busiMss of health 

allv to h’“' ^ ““• schemes; we had perpetu- 

ally to be considering ,t ; it was far more hamperingT cer- 

to TrinoH' T"' W Tunis with the intention of goinv 

~ “Te 
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tainly, than the question of money; fortunately, in that re- 
spect we had nothing to complain of; my mother had in- 
creased the amount put to my credit, so that I might want 
for nothing. Continually suffering as I did from cold, from 
heat, from discomfort, I dragged Paul with me to the best 
hotels. It was not till later that I made acquaintance with the 
queemess of small inns, the adventures, the encounters which 
are so delightful in Italy, and which I now think the best part 
of travelling. But at any rate, what opportunities for inter- 
minable talks our tete-a-tete dinners gave us ! We put all our 
ideas to the test, weighed them, assayed them, sifted them; 
we gazed at them reflected in each other’s mind, watched 
them develop and mature, tested the flexibility of their re- 
motest tendrils. I firmly believe that if I heard those conver- 
sations again to-day, I should not think them less admirable 
than I thought them then; at any rate, it is certain I have 
never found so much enjo)ment in talking. 

I was not able to see anything of the neighbourhood round 
Naples; my tiresome health interfered with everything, even 
with carriage drives. I again dragged about as miserably as 
in the worst days at Biskra, perspiring in the sun, shivering 
in the shade, and only able to walk on perfectly flat ground^ 
In such circumstances it may be guessed what I thought of 
the Seven Hills of Rome. During that first visit of mme to 
the Eternal City, I saw hardly anything but the Pmcio; 1 
passed the best hours of the day there, sitting on a bench m 
the garden ; and even so, by the time I reached it, I was pant- 
ing and exhausted, though it was only a short distance from 
the Via Grcgoriana, where I had taken a room, on the lei - 
hand side of the street as you come back from the Pincio. 
Although the room was large, Paul, in order to feel more a 
liberty, had settled at the end of the same street in another 
room with a little terrace, where he hoped to work. But it was 
in my room that he received the ‘Lady’, the name we gave a 
hieh-class prostitute, who was introduced to us by one o 
Villa Medici students. I believe, indeed, I had a try at her 
myself, but tlic only thing I can remember is my disgust lor 
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her distinguished manners, elegance, and affectation. I had 
only been able to put up with Meriern because she was a 
cynical little savage; with her, at any rate, one knew what to 
expect; in her talk, in her behaviour, there was nothing that 
aped love; with the other woman I profaned the most sacred 
feelings of my heart. 

In Florence I was too unwell to visit the galleries or 
churches; for that matter, I was as little ready to profit by 
the lessons of the old masters, as I had been able to appre- 
ciate Raphael in Rome. Their work, I thought, belonged to 
the past; but as nothing really touches me to the quick that is 
not of present importance, it was not till some years later, 
when I was more attentive and better educated, that I under- 
stood their teaching and was able to recognize it as a living 
force. I think Paul also failed to study them with enough at- 
tention and sympathy; when he went to the Uffizi, he spent 
all his time in front of Giorgione’s portrait of the Knight of 
Malta; he made an excellent copy of it, no doubt, but it 
taught him nothing but a few tricks of the trade. 

It was in Florence we parted company, not to meet again 
till near the end of summer at Cuverville. From Florence, I 
went straight to Geneva to consult Dr Andreae, a great friend 
of the Charles Gides, and not only one of the cleverest of 
men, but one of the best and wisest as well; it is to him I owe 
my salvation. He very soon persuaded me there was nothing 
wrong with me but my nerves, and that a cure of hydro- 
therapy at Champel to begin with, and a winter in the moun- 
tams afterwards, would do me more good than all the pre- 
cautions and medicaments in the world. 

Pierre Louis came to see me at Champel. He had taken 
tickets for the summer performance at Bayreuth and was on 
his way there; but he could not bear to be so long without 
seeing me, and besides he wanted to hear the account of mv 
travels fresh and hot. He had another reason for making this 
detour - the hope of dropping Ferdinand Herold by the way. 
Herold had attached himself to Louis as a travelling com- 
panion and stuck to him like a leech; he had taken places at 
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Bayreuth too as soon as he heard his friend Pierre was going 
there. They turned up together at the Hotel des Bains where 
I was finishing niy cure. I enjoyed recounting our adventures 
to Louis; and I had no sooner begun to tell him about 
Meriem than he took it into his head to start off at once and 
join her, leaving Herold to go on alone to Bayreuth. But 
Herold did not see this at all and when Louis told him of his 
new idea : 

T will go with you,’ cried Herold at once. 

Pierre Louis, no doubt, had many faults : he was capricious, 
touchy, flighty, and domineering; he incessantly tried to 
make people fall in with his way of thinking and considered 
he had the right to force his friends to submit to his wishes; 
but he had impulses of exquisite generosity, and such spirit 
and fire and dash that the rest was forgotten in a moment. 
He persuaded himself he owed it to me as a friend to make 
Meriem his mistress. Accordingly he started off in the middle 
of July, with Herold in tow; Meriem had given me a silk 
handkerchief which I handed over to him to take her as a 
token from me and serve as an introduction. He also took a 
barrel organ as a present for Athman; but Athman sold it 
for a few francs, preferring his flute. 

I soon heard that Louis and Herold had had a good 
journey, that they had stayed at Biskra just long enough to 
get fever (for the heat was infernal) and carry off Meriem, 
with whom they settled just outside Constantine. It was there 
that Pierre Louis finished writing his exquisite Chansons de 
Bililis, which he dedicated to me in memory of Meriem ben 
Atala; this is the meaning of three mysterious initials that 
follow my name on the first page of the volume.' If Meriem 
is not e.xactly Bilitis, since, if I remember rightly, many of 
these poems were written before Louis left for Algeria, she 
nevertheless flits through the pages and every now and then 
her image flashes out at me. 

Shall I tell the absurd joke that Louis and I played with 
Mcriem’s help? Louis wrote to rnc one day : 

1. This dedication figures only in the first edition. 
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‘Menem asks what you would like her to send you?’ 

And I answered without a moment’s hesitation : 

‘Herold’s beard.’ 

I must say here, or rather recall, for I have said it already, 

^at Herold’s beard was the most imposing, if not the most 

important part of his person. One could no more dare 

imagine Herold without his beard than a martyr without his 

halo; and I had asked for Herold’s beard for fun, as one 

might ask for the moon. But the amazing thing is that one 

fine morning it arrived; yes, by post; Louis had taken me at 

my word ; Meriem had cut it off while Herold was obligingly 

asleep and Pierre Louis sent it me in an envelope, with a 

parody of two lines out of Bouilhet’s Colombe, by wav of 
motto : 7 


The great Parnassian was so Utile feared, 

The Oulad Natl cut his golden beards 

It was at Champel that I read my two Parnassian poets the 
Honde de la Grenade, which I had written about this time - 
can t exactly remember where. I wrote it without haviim- 
any particular theory beforehand and simply witli the wish 
1 °^"diently and responsively as possible a 

the !r ^ V conceived 

U- tTf ^ourritures Terrestres; but it was a book 

not tat ^ i'did 

Pam^ encouragement from my friends. The 

ha^^v Louis nor Herold 

NourriL Parnassus ideal.' When my 

A/oarnrnrer came out two yea., later, the book met wth 

I. The following is a translation of Bouilhet’s lines; 

O/ym/iianj « Utile feared 
That tiny children plucked them by the beard 

<!>= Romandc 

and Leconte de Lisle* their h6ophile Gautier, Heredia, 

chief of whom was Mall^r^ successors wem the Symbolists, 
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almost total incomprehension, and did not begin to arouse 
attention till another twenty years had passed. 

Ever since my resuscitation an ardent desire had taken 
hold of nle - a violent desire to live. Not only did the Chain- 
pel douches help me but also Andrese’s admirable advice : 

‘Every time,’ said he, "you see a piece of water into which 
you can dip, do so without hesitation.’ 

And so I did. O you foaming torrents ! You waterfalls, and 
icy lakes ! Shady streams, limpid springs, translucent halls of 
the sea, how your coolness tempts me ! And then how sweet 
to rest on the yellow sand beside the backward curl of the 
waves ! For it was not the bath alone that 1 loved, but after- 
wards the expectant, the mythological waiting for the god’s 
naked and enfolding flame. My body, shot through with rays, 
seemed to enjoy some chemical benefaction; with my gar- 
ments I laid aside anxieties, constraints, solicitudes, and as 
my will evaporated, I felt myself becoming porous as a bee- 
hive, and let my sensations secretly distil the honey that 


flowed into the pages of my Nourritures. 

I brought back with me, on my return to France, the secret 
of a man newly risen from the grave, and suffered the kind 
of abominable sickness of heart that Lazarus must have teit 
after Christ’s miracle. Nothing that had occupied me before 
seemed now to have any importance. How had I been a 
to breathe the stifling atmosphere of the salons and cotenes, 
where a dusty scent of death was stirred up by all their vai 

agitation? No doubt I suffered too in '"V f 
ing that the ordinary- course of things had been so Imle 
turbed by my absence, and that everybody went ab°ut h 
Lsiness Is if I had never come back. My secret took up o 
much room in my heart that I w^ ^^'“"^hed to find I my 
self took up so little in the eyes of the world. The most I cou^ 
do was to forgive other people for not realizing 
changed ; I, at any rate, felt I was no lon.ger the same I ha^ 

new things to say, yet it was impossible to * j 

aliens. I wished I could give them my message 1 wished 
could persuade them to hear it, but not one of them would 



lend an ear. TTiey continued living; they went on their way 
regardless, and all the things that satisfied them seemed to 
me so paltry that I could have cried aloud in despair at my 
failure to convince them of it. 

This state of estrangement^ (which I suffered from par- 
ticularly when I was with my own people) might very pos- 
sibly have led me to suicide, if it had not been for the relief I 
found in describing it ironically in Faludes. This book never- 
theless (curious though it now seems to me), did not origin- 
ally spring from the impulse to project these agonizing feel- 
ings outside myself; though the impulse, no doubt, subse- 
quently nourished it, the book itself was actually conceived 
before my return. Some kind of sense of the ludicrous, wliich 
had already shown itself in my Voyage d‘Urien^ inspired the 
opening sentences, and the whole book cry’stallized round 
Aese, almost without my being aware of it. They came to rne 
in the course of a walk in a public garden in Milan, where 
I stayed a few days on my way to Champel : 

Path bordered -with aristolochia . . . 

when the weathcr^s so uncertam, take only a parasol?’ 

*l^s an en-tout-cas,’ said she. 


It is easy to understand that with such feelings as I have 
described I was longing to go away again. But it was still too 
^dy to take up my winter quarters in the little village in 
Jhe Jura, that Dr Andreae had recommended. (I followed 
>s instructions to the letter and with the greatest success.) 
n the meantime, therefore, I settled at Neuchatel. 

I found a room to let on the second floor of a temperance 
otel near the lake. The dining-room on the first floor filled 
tip about noon with numbers of frugal or needy maiden 
aieswho took their abstemious meals opposite an enormous 
P acard, inscribed with the following Scripture text, well 

calculated (if I 

may say so) to elevate and sublimate the 
pangs of unsatisfied hunger t 


1. Id English in the text. 
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THE LORD IS MY SHEPHERD; I SHALL NOT WANT 

And below it was a smaller notice : 

RASPBERRY LEMONADE 

This meant it would be useless to expect anything but 
meagre fare. But I would have put up with far worse priva- 
tions for the sake of the view I had from my windows ! Since 
those days a great hotel has reared its huge obstrusive mass 
on the shores of the lake at the very spot on which my eyes 
loved to linger - where the grey-green surface of the water 
showed unexpectedly here and there through the thick foliage 
of ancient limes or elms, which autumn had tinted with gold 
and which gave the distance a faint haze of indescribable 
delicacy. 

For months I had let my mind run wild, unchecked and 
undisciplined; I now at last regained control of it, rejoicing 
to feel it still so active, and full of gratitude to this peaceful 
land for helping me to collect and concentrate my thoughts. 
It is impossible to imagine anything less sublime, less Swiss, 
more temperate, more human than the quiet surroundings 
of this lake, still haunted by the shade of Rousseau. There 
are no haughty peaks in the neighbourhood to humble or 
dwarf the efforts of man, nor to distract the ^yes from the 
homely charm of the foreground. Venerahl^; trees droop 
their low branches down to the water and sometimes the line 

of shore wavers among reeds and rushes. 

I spent one of the happiest times I can remember at 
Neuchatel ; I had recovered hope in life ; it seemed to me 
.strangely richer and fuller than my pusillanimous childho 
had fancied. I felt it waiting for me; I counted on it without 
haste. I was not yet tonnented by the uneasy demon, br^ ot 
curiosity and desire, which since , . . In the quiet 
paths, along the banks of the lake, on the roads and in Uie 
precincts of the autumn-laden woods outside the town, 1 
wandered, as no doubt I should do to-day - but at peace. I 
pursued nothing my mind did not grasp. I was 
study of Leibnitz’s Theodice, and used to read it as I walked; 
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I should doubtless not take the same extreme pleasure in it 
to-day : but the very difficulty of following and espousing a 
mind so different from my own, the very effort it demanded 
of me, gave me a delightful foretaste of the mental progress I 
should be capable of as soon as my thoughts were left free to 
follow their own course. When I got in, it was to find on my 
table Claus’s enormous manual of zoology which I had just 
bought and which, to my wonder and amazement, rai.sed the 
mysterious curtain of a world that was even richer — that was 
less shadowy too — than the world of thought. 

According to Andrese’s advice, I spent the winter at La 
Brevine - a little village near the Swiss frontier on the iciest 
height of the Jura. The thermometer remained for weeks 
below freezing point, and on certain nights there were 30 
degrees of frost. And yet I, who as a rule feel the cold so 
terribly, never for a moment suffered from it. I had found 
some rooms near an inn where I used to take iny meals; they 

^ extreme end of the village, near 

a dnnking trough, where I heard the cows come in tlie mom- 
mg to be watered. A private staircase led to three rooms, the 
argest of which I used as my study; a kind of reading-desk 
X fond of standing up to write) stood opposite a piano 
that had come from Neuchatel ; a single stove, built into the 
wall heated this room and my bedroom as well ; I slept with 
t^ieet against the stove, wrapped in wool from head to foot, 
d with my head well muffled, for I kept my windows wide 
fn ^ woman of opulent channs did my room 

t L Augusta. She used to talk to me a 

^ at deal about her fianc^; but one morning, while she was 

bv tTrCr photograph, I rashly began to amuse myself 

elba^ "ly extreme 

collapsed into my arms. With a 

T r ’ ^ ^ hung on 

open leL°i" T'- u her 

ail- J her Zs 

Xher Joseph, rushed away to wash my hands. 
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I stayed at La Brevine about three months without speak- 
ing to a soul ; not that I was in an unsociable mood, but I 
found the inhabitants the most churlish I have ever met. 
Armed with Dr Andreae’s letters of introduction, I called 
upon the doctor and the pastor of the village, but I met with 
not the smallest encouragement to go and see them again, and 
still less to accompany them, as I had hoped, on their rounds 
among the sick and the poor. One must have lived in this 
part of the world to understand the passage of Rousseau’s 
Confessions and Reveries, in which he speaks of his stay at 
Val-Travers. Ill-will, spiteful talk, scowling looks, mocks and 
jeers - no, he invented none of them ; I met with them all my- 
self, even to the stones thrown at the stranger by the pack of 
village children. And no one can imagine how their hatred of 
foreigners must have been excited by his Armenian costume. 
The mistake, the madness, lay in taking this hostility for a 
conspiracy. 

Every day, notwithstanding the hideousness of the country, 

I forced myself to take long walks. Is it unfair to say its 
hideousness? Perhaps; but I had taken a loathing to Switzer- 
land; not perhaps to the Switzerland of the high plateaux, 
but to that belt of forest-land, where the fir-trees seem to 
have infested the whole of nature with a kind of morose and 
Calvinistic stiffness. In reality, I regretted Biskra; a nostalgic 
longing for that great featureless land and its people in their 
while burnouses had pursued Paul and me all through Italy; 
we had been haunted by the memory of its songs and dances 
and perfumes, of its children too, and of the idyllic inter- 
course into which such a voluptuous chann had already in- 
sidiously crept. Here there was nothing to distract me from 
rny work, and in spite of my exasperation with Switzerland, 

I managed to stick to it as long as was necessary in order to 
finish Paludes] with the fixed idea of leaving for Algeria un- 

mediately after. 
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It was not till January that I took the boat, after a short 
stay at Montpellier with the Charles Gidcs. I intended to 
settle in Algiers, which I had not yet seen. I had looked for- 
ward excitedly to finding spring already there; but when I 
arrived the sky was gloomy; it was raining; an icy wind, 
blowing from the heights of the Atlas Mountains or from 
the depths of the desert, brought with it fury and despair. 
Jupiter had betrayed me. My disappointment was cruel. 
Amusing as the town was, Algiers did not come up to my ex- 
pectations; the impossibility of finding a lodging anywhere 
but in the European quarter annoyed me. To-day I should be 
cleverer - hardier too; in tliose days, the habit of too great 
comfort and the recollection of my recent illness made me 
unente^rising and fastidious. At Mustapha, which might 
otherwise have suited me, the hotels were too luxurious. I 
thought I might fare better at Blidah. I was reading at that 
time, I remember, Fichte’s Science of Knowledge, without 

£ I * my own application, and without 

hndmg a trace of the qualities that had attracted me in the 
Way to a Blessed Life and the Vocation of the Scholar. But I 
disliked indulging myself and was grateful to anything that 
demanded of me a certain amount of effort. For relaxation, 
I had Barnaby Rudge, after having devoured one after the 

tdD^X anTsot' 

^ to write to 

Ernmanuele and to my mother to persuade them both to 

come out and jom me. Needless to say, this proposal met with 
not ^ little astonished that my mother did 

r ^ w of the shoulden, as I had 

feared. My uncle had died a little while before, after a few 

days painful illness, during which time EmmanuMe and I 

had nursed him together, and this bereavement, while leav 

P'"‘<t'=‘ion but their aunts' 
(and m particular, my mother’s), further strengthened Ae 
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ties that bound us. I leamt later that my family were very 
uneasy at that time about the turn my life seemed to be tak- 
ing. The idea of my marriage with Emmanuele began to be 
looked on more favourably, as perhaps the best means of 
leading me into more disciplined paths; and finally they 
could not fail to be touched by my constancy. 

‘One cannot feel sure this marriage would turn out 
happily,’ wrote my uncle Charles Gide to my mother, in a 
letter which was afterwards shown me, ‘and it would be tak- 
ing a great responsibility to encourage it. Nevertheless, if it 
does not take place, they will very likely both be sure to be 
unhappy,’ (I transcribe his words exactly) ‘so that the only 
choice lies between a certain and a probable evil.’ As for me, 

I was convinced the marriage would take place, and the 
patience with which I waited came from absolute confi- 
dence. There was one thing my love for Emmanuele made 
me feel sure of, and that was that if I had not need of her, 
she, at any rate, had need of me, and no one but me, to be 
happy. From whom but me could her happiness come? Had 
she not given me to understand she had only refused me be- 
cause she thought she ought not to leave her sisters, or marry 
before they did ? I would wait then ; my obstinacy, my confi- 
dence, would triumph over every obstacle that lay in my way 
— our way. But although I would not consider my cousins 
refusal as final, it had given me great pain; I needed all my 
fortitude to bear it; and it was at this very moment that my 
fine buoyancy, too dependent on the smiles of Heaven, and 
with a sky above from which all blue had been expunged, 
began to fail me. 

Blidah, which later on in the spring I returned to find all 
loveliness and perfumes, I now thought dreary and unattrac- 
tive. I roamed up and down the town looking for a lodging, 
without finding anything to suit me. I regretted Biskra. I had 
no taste for anything. My despondency was all the greater 
because I carried it about with me in a place my imagina- 
tion had peopled with wonders and delights; but it still ay 
under the gloomy spell of winter, and I witli it. The lower 
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ing sky weighed on my spirits; the wind and the rain 
quenched every spark of fire in my heart; I tried to work, 
but I felt uninspired; I dragged about in unspeakable bore- 
dom. To my disgust with the sky was added disgust with 
myself; I hated and despised myself; I should have liked to 
do myself an injury; I should have liked to drive my torpor 
to desperate lengths. 

Three days passed in this way. 

I was on the point of leaving and the omnibus had already 
gone to the station with my bag and trunk. 1 can still see 
myself standing in the hall of the hotel waiting for my bill, 
when my eye fell by chance on a slate on which tlie names of 
the visitors were written, and I began to read them mechani- 
cally, My own first, then the names of various strangers; and 
suddenly my heart gave a leap; the two last names on the list 
were those of Oscar Wilde and Lord Alfred Douglas. 

I have already related elsewhere that, acting on my first 
impulse, I took tlie sponge and wiped out my name. Then I 
paid my bill and started on foot to the station. 

I am not qiute sure what it was that made me wipe out 
my name in this way. In my first account, I put it down to a 
feeling of mauvais honte. Perhaps, after all, I was merely 
giving in to an unsociable desire for solitude. During the fits 
of depression like the one I was then passing through (I am 
only too liable to them), I feel ashamed of myself, disown 

^ght Bu on my way to the station I began to reflect, as I 
walked along, that perhaps WUde had seen my name, that 
what I was doing was cowardly, that - in short, I ordered my 

fhe hold. “ 

I had seen a pat deal of Wilde in Paris; I had met him 

at length in 

details T follows, but not with all the 

detads I wish to add here.- Lord Alfmd Douglas's infamous 
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book, Oscar Wilde and /, is too barefaced a travesty of the 
truth for me to have any scruples about telling it now, and 
since fate willed that my path should cross his at this junc- 
ture, I feel it is my duty as a witness to give my testimony. 

Wilde, up till that day, had observed the most absolute 
discretion as regards me. I knew nothing of his reputation 
except from hearsay; but in the literary circles we both fre- 
quented in Paris people were beginning to talk. To tell the 
truth, Wilde was not taken very seriously and what was 
beginning to transpire about his real character seemed one 
affectation the more. People thought him slightly shocking, 
but rather a joke, something to be sniggered at. I always 
wonder at the difficulty French people have (most of them, 
that is) in believing in the sincerity of feelings they do not 
share. Pierre Louis, however, had spent a few days in London 
tlie summer before. I had seen him on his return; though he 
had not the same tastes, he had been not a little shaken. 


‘I am delighted that you have reprinted your brilliant Souvenirs of 
Oscar Wilde. I have told many friends, since your study first ap- 
peared in I’Ermitage, that it was not only the best account of Oscar 
Wilde at the different stages of his career, but the only true and 
accurate impression of him that I have ever read; so I can only 
repeat to you what I have said so often to others. 

'Some day, perhaps, I shall publbh letters of Oscar Wilde to my- 
self which will confirm everything you have said - if there can be any 

doubt as to the truth of what you so vividly describe. 

‘This may one day become necessary in order to refute the lies ol 
Alfred Douglas. You no doubt heard reported in a recent libel action 
that he swore in the witness-box that he was unaware of Oscar 
Wilde’s guilt, and that he was the “only decent friend who remained 
with Oscar Wilde”. You know perfectly well that Alfred Douglas 
was the cause of Oscar Wilde’s ruin both before and after the 
imprisonment. I would like to have pretended this was not the case, 
out of old friendship and regard for Douglas : and the fact that I had 
quarrelled with him personally would not have affected my deter- 
mination to let the world think he was really the 
always posed as being. But since he has taken on himsdf, m his nc 
character of social and moral reformer to talk a^ut 
“sins” (in most of which he participated) and has betrayed all hisoi 
friends, there is no longer any reason for me to be silent . . , 
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‘It’s not at all what people over here think,’ he said. 
‘They are most charmin^^ young men.’ (He was speaking of 
Wilde’s friends and of those companions of his who were 
soon to arouse such suspicion.) ‘You can’t imagine what 
beautiful manners they have. Just to give you an idea : the 
first day I was among a party of them, X, to whom I had 
just been introduced, offered me a cigarette; but instead of 
J^t offering it simply, as we should have done here, he began 
by lighting it and drew one first puff himself before handing 
It to me. Wasn’t it charming? And everything they do is 
like that. They manage to make everything poetical. They 
told me that, a few days before, they had celebrated a mar- 
nage - a real marriage - between two of them, with an ex- 
change of nn.gs and so on. I tell you we can’t imagine it; we 
have no idea what it’s like/ 


But notwithstanding this, a little while later, as Wilde’s 
reputation was becoming more and more blown upon, Louis 

intention of having it out with him, and 
started off for Baden (I think), where Wilde was doing a 
cure under pretext of asking him for an explanation, but in 

having 

He described the interview to me * 

T I had friends.’ Wilde had said, accordine to 

Loois;’! have nothing but lovers. Good-bye.’ 

in Ae f’* r‘^ ^ embarrassment 

Le W d "’y off 'he 

felt far f ’ o°"’Pf’y had become compromising and I 

ins 



referred, especially as he seemed rather affectedly to mate a 
point of praising nothing but Bosy’s beauty. 

‘You’ll see him,’ he kept repeating, ‘and you’ll tell me if 
it’s possible to imagine a more charming divinity. I adore 
him ; yes, I positively adore him.’ 

Wilde covered over his sincerest feelings with a cloak of 
affectation which many people found intolerable. He would 
never cease from acting - could not, no doubt; but the 
character he acted was his own ; the role itself, which his ever- 
lasting demon kept prompting him, was a sincere one. 

‘What are you reading?’ he asked, pointing to my book. 

I knew Wilde did not like Dickens; or at any rate pre- 
tended not to like him; and as I was feeling in a cantanker- 
ous mood, it was with some pleasure I handed him my trans- 
lation of Barnaby Rudge (at that time I did not know a word 
of English). Wilde pulled an odd face and began by declaring 
‘it was no good reading Dickens’; then, as it amused me 
to profess the liveliest admiration for him - which, for that 
matter, was perfectly sincere and which I have kept to this 
day - he seemed to resign himself, and began to speak of the 
‘divine Boz’ with an eloquence which showed that in spite 
of his professed disapproval, he had considerable esteem for 
him. But Wilde never forgot to be an artist, and he could 
not forgive Dickens for being human. 

It was not sufficient for Wilde to tell the vile procurer who 
came to pilot us through the town that evening that he 
wanted to see some young Arabs; he added ‘as beautiful as 
bronze statues’, and only saved the phrase from being ridicu- 
lous by a kind of poetical playfulness, and by the slight Eng- 
li.sh or Irish accent which he took good care never to lose 
when speaking French. As for Lord Alfred Douglas, he did 
not appear, as far as I can remember, till after dinner. Wilde 
and he dined in their rooms, and I expect Wilde invited me 
to dine with them, and I expect I refused, for in those days 
all invitations made me retire into my shell ... I cannot re- 
meinber and I have vowed not to be tempted into furnishing 
the vacant rooms of my memory. But I agreed to go out with 
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them after dinner, and one thing I remember very well is 
that we were no sooner in the street than Lord Alfred took me 
affectionately by the arm and exclaimed : 

‘All these guides are idiotic ; it’s no good explaining - they 
will always take you to cafes which are full of women. I hope 
you are like me. I have a horror of women. I only like boys. 
As you’re coming with us this evening, I think it’s better to 
say so at once . . 

I hid my stupefaction at tlie brutality of this outspoken 

statement as best I could and fell into step without a word. 

I could not think Bosy as beautiful as Wilde did; but though 

he had the despotic manners of a spoilt child, he combined 

them^ with so much grace that I soon began to understand 

why it was that Wilde always followed so submissively in his 
wake. 

The guide introduced us into a cafe which, louche as it 
was, had nothing to offer of the kind my companions wanted. 
We had only been there a few minutes when a brawl broke 
out at the further end of the room between Spaniards and 
Arabs; the former incontinently pulled out their knives, and 
^ the disturbance threatened to spread, everyone either tak- 
ing sides with the combatants or trying to separate them, we 
thought It pnident at the first bloodshed to take ourselves 
off. I can think of nothing more to say about that evening 
which was on the whole a rather dismal affair. The next 
morning I returned to Algiers, where Wilde joined me a few 


in 'th ® man’s portrait 

pauiter seems trying to show himself off at his 

e paradoxes he was continually firing off out of an unceas 
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like to have a waistcoat of it/ or at sight of a waistcoat 
material ; I should like to hang my drawing-room with it,’ 
too easily forgot how much truth, wisdom, and, in a more 
subtle fashion, how much personal revelation, lay behind 
his mask of conceits. But with me, as I have said, Wilde 
had now thrown aside his mask. It was the man himself I 
saw at last; for no doubt he had reali2ed there was no 
further need for pretence and that the very thing that 
would have made others recoil was precisely what attracted 
me, Douglas had returned to Algiers with him; but Wilde 
seemed trying to avoid him. 

I remember particularly one late afternoon coming across 
him in a bar. When I went in, he was sitting in front of a 
sherry-cobbler, with his elbows on a table strewed with 
papers. 

‘Excuse me,’ he said, ‘these letters have just come.* 

He opened a few more envelopes, threw a rapid glance 
over their contents, smiled, puffed himself out, and then with 
a sort of cooing chuckle : 

‘Charming!’ he said; ‘oh, quite charming!’ Then, raising 
his eyes to mine, ‘I must tell you I have a friend in London 
who looks after my correspondence for me. He keeps back 
all the boring letters - business letters, tradesmen’s bills and 
so on - and only forwards the serious letters - the love-letters 
. . . Oh ! this one is from a young . . . what do you call it? . 
acrobat? yes; acrobat; absolutely delicious.’ (He put an exag- 
gerated emphasis on the second syllable of the word; I can 
hear him still.) Then he laughed, bridled, and seemed highly 
amused with himself. ‘It’s the first time he has written to 
me, so he doesn’t like to spell properly. What a pity you don’t 
know English ! You would see . . .’ 

He was continuing to laugh and joke, when suddenly 
Douglas came into the bar, wrapped in a fur coat, with die 
collar turned up, so that nothing was to be seen of him but 
his nose and the glances of his eyes. He brushed past me as 
though he didn’t recognize me, planted himself in front of 
WiJdc and in a hissing, withering, savage voice, rapped out 
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a few sentences, of which I understood not a single word, 
then turning on his heels, went out. Wilde had let the storm 
pass over him without a word; but he had turned very pale 
and after Bosy had gone neither of us spoke for some time. 

‘He does nothing but make scenes like that,’ he said at last. 
‘He’s terrible. Isn’t he terrible? In London a little while ago 
we stayed some time at the Savoy; we used to take all our 
meals there and had a marvellous little suite of rooms with a 
view over the Thames . . . You know the Savoy’s a very 
luxurious hotel, where the best people in London go. We 
spent a great deal of money, and everyone was furious with 
us because they thought we were enjoying ourselves, and 
London hates people who enjoy themselves. But what I 
meant to say is this : We used to take our meals in the hotel 
restaurant; it was a big place and a great many people I 
knew used to go there; but even a greater number who knew 


me and whom I didn’t know - because a play of mine was 
being acted just at the time; it was very successful and there 
were articles about me and portraits of me in all the papers. 
So in order to be quiet with Bosy, I chose a table at the 
further end of the restaurant a long way from the main en- 
trance, but quite close to a little door which led to the inside 
of the hotel. And when he saw me come in by this little door, 
Bosy, who was waiting for me, made a scene. Oh ! a terrible’, 
frightful scene ! “I won’t have you come in by the side door ’’ 
he said; “I won’t tolerate it. I insist on your coming in by 
the mam entrance with me; I want everyone in the restaur- 
to see us; I want everyone to say, ‘There goes Oscar 
Wilde and his minion !’ ” Oh ! isn’t he terrible?’ ^ 

But in the whole tale, and even in those last words, his 
admiration for Douglas, and a kind of lover’s infatuated 

manifest. And indeed 
marifed seemed much stronger and much more 

marked than Wildes; yes, Douglas’s personality was over 
weemng; a sort of fatality swept him along; VtLs he 

and as he never attempted to 

r«.st himself, he would not put up with anyone or anytlg 
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resisting him either. To tell the truth Bosy interested me ex- 
tremely; but ‘terrible’ he certainly was, and in my opinion 
it is he who ought to be held responsible for all that was dis- 
astrous in Wilde’s career. Wilde beside him seemed gentle, 
wavering and weak-willed. Douglas was possessed by the 
perverse instinct that drives a child to break his finest toy; 
nothing ever satisfied him; he always wanted to go one 
better. The following example will show to what lengths his 
effrontery would go : I was questioning him one day about 
Wilde’s two sons; he laid great stress on the beauty of Cyril 
(I think), who was quite young at the time, and then whis- 
pered with a self-satisfied smile, ‘He will be for me.’ Add to 
all this a poetical gift of the rarest quality, which was ap- 
parent in the musical tone of his voice, in his gestures, his 
eyes, and the expression of his features; there was apparent 
too in his whole person what physiologists call ‘a bad 
heredity’. 

The next day or the day after, Douglas returned to Blidah, 
where he was making arrangements to elope with a young 
caouadji^ he wanted to take with him to Biska; for my de- 
scriptions of the oasis - where I intended returning myself - 
had captivated him. But to run away with an Arab is not 
such an easy thing as he had thought at first; he had to get 
the parents’ consent, sign papers at the Arab office, at the 
police-station, etc. ; there was work enough to keep him at 
Blidah for several days; during this time Wilde was more at 
liberty and able to talk to me more intimately than he had 
hitherto done. I have already set down elsewhere the most 
important part of our conversations; I have described his 
excessive assurance, the hoarseness of his laugh, the fierceness 
of his joy; I have also said that a growing uneasiness some- 
times showed through all this extreme vehemence. Some ot 
his friends have maintained that Wilde at this time had no 
idea what was awaiting him in London, where he returned 
a few days after our meeting in Algiers; they speak of Wi de 
confidence and declare he kept it unshaken until the fatal 

1. The boy who makes and serves the coffee {caoua) in Arab csih. 
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upshot of the libel case. I beg leave to set against this, not 
my own personal impression, but Wilde’s actual words, which 
I transcribed with absolute fidelity. They bear witness to a 
kind of vague apprehension, a presentiment of some kind of 

tragic event which he dreaded, but at the same time almost 
longed for. 

I have been as far as possible along my own road,’ he re- 
peated. I can t go any farther. Something must happen 
now.’ 


Wilde had always shown a particular liking for Pierre 
Louis, and seemed to feel his desertion extremely. He asked 
me if I had seen him since and insisted on knowing what 
Louis had said about their quarrel. I told him and repeated 
the sentence I have quoted above* 

‘Did he really say that?’ cried Wilde. ‘Are you certain 

those were his very words ?’ 

T ^ assured him I had quoted them exactly and that 

i had been very sorry to hear them : 

‘You have noticed, haven’t you,’ said he, ‘that the most 

nearest the truth ? But cer- 

Unly he quite misunderstood what I said that day No I 
won’^th^ h he lied; but he was mistaken - terribS'israk'e 

re^ly sa1d% aT'"® '-'’at I 

Sv naH ® ■" ® ’’"d lie I’egan by 
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It was that same evening he explained to me that he had 
put Ms genius into his life, and only his talent into his writ- 
ings ; this illuminating sentence, which has since been so often 
alluded to, is to be found quoted for the first time in my little 
book Oscar Wilde. 

Another evening, immediately after Douglas had left for 
Blidah, Wilde asked me to go with him to a Moorish cafe 
where there was music to be heard. I agreed and called for 
him after dinner at his hotel. The cafe was not very far off, 
but as Wilde had some difficulty in walking, we took a car- 
riage which dropped us in Rue Montpensier, at the fourth 
terrace of the Boulevard Gambetta, where Wilde told the 
coachman to wait for us. A guide had got up beside the 
coachman and this man now escorted us through a labyrinth 
of small streets inaccessible to carriages, until we came to the 
steep alley in which the cafe was situated. As we walked, 
Wilde expounded his theory of guides, and how important it 
was to choose the vilest, who was invariably the cleverest, 
the man at Blidah had not succeeded in showing us anything 
interesting, it was because he wasn’t ugly enough. Ours that 


evening was a terror. 

There was nothing to show it was a cafe; its door wa^iKe 
all the other doors; h stood ajar, and there was jio ne^ o 
knock. Wilde was an habitue of this place, which I have 
de.scribed in my Amyntas, for I often went back to it alter- 
wards. There were a few old Arabs sitting cross-legged on 
mats and smoking kief; they made no niov'ement when we 
took our places among them. And at first I di no see 
Mere was in this cafe to attract Wilde; but after a time 
made out a young caouadji standing in the ow near 
hearth ; he was busy preparing us two cups of ginger te^ 
the embers - a drink Wilde preferred 
the strange torpor of the place, I was just sin 'ing m o - 
of semi-somnolence, when in the half-open doorway, 
suddenly appeared a marvellous youth. He . 

time, leaping with his raised elbow against the ’ 

and outlined on tlic dark background of the mgh . 
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seemed uncertain as to whether he should come in or not, 
and I was beginning to be afraid he would go, when he 
smiled at a sign made him by Wilde and came up and sat 
down opposite us on a stool a little lower than the mat- 
covered raised floor on which we were sitting, Arab fashion. 
He took a reed flute out of his Tunisian waistcoat and began 
to play on it very exquisitely. Wilde told me a little later that 
he was called Mohammed and that ‘he was BosyV ; if he had 
hesitated at first as to whether he should come in, it was 
because he had not seen Lord Alfred. His large black eyes 
had the languorous look peculiar to hashish smokers; he had 
an olive complexion; I admired his long fingers on the flute, 
the slimness of his boyish figure, the slenderness of his bare 
legs coming from under his full white drawers, one of them 
bent back and resting on the knee of the other. The caouadji 
came to sit beside him and accompanied him on a kind of 
darbouka. The song of the flute flowed on through an extra- 
ordinary stillnew, like a limpid steady stream of water and 
you forgot the time and the place, and who you were and all 
the troubles of this world. We sat on, .vithout stirring, for 
what.seemed to me infinite ages; but I should have ^t on 
for longer still, if Wilde had not suddenly taken me by the 

ami and broken the spell. ^ 

‘Come,’ said he. 

We^went out We took a few steps in the alley, followed bv 
the hideous guide, and I was beginning to think our evening 

musician 

to u, a.d whispered a few wonis e'ar wth S 

I. In English in the text. 
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hear. The man left us and we went on to the place where 
the carriage was waiting. 

We were no sooner seated in it, than Wilde burst out 
laughing - a resounding laugh, more of triumph than of 
})leasure, an interminable, uncontrollable, insolent laugh; 
and the more disconcerted I seemed to be by his laughter, 
the more he laughed. I should say that if Wilde had begun 
to discover the secrets of his life to me, he knew nothing as 
yet of mine; I had taken care to give him no hint of them, 
cither by deed or word. The proposal he had just made me 
was a bold one ; what amused him so much was that it was 
not rejected; it was the amusement of a child and a devil. 
I’he great pleasure of the debauchee is to debauch. No doubt, 
since my adventure at Sousse, there was not much left for the 
Adversary to do to complete his victory over me; but Wilde 
did not know this, nor that I was vanquished beforehand - 
or, if you will (for is it proper to speak of defeat when one 
carried one’s head so high?), that I had already triumphed 
in my imagination and my thoughts over all my scruples. To 
tell the truth, I did not know it myself; it was only, I think, 
as I answered ‘yes,’ that I suddenly became aware of it 
Wilde interrupted his laughter from time to time to 

apologize. , u ^ ’t 

‘I beg your pardon for laughing so; but I cant help it. 

It’s no good.’ And he started off again. 

He was still laughing when we stopped in front of a cate 
in the Place opposite the theatre, where we dismissed tlie 

carriage. , , . 

‘It’s too early yet,’ said Wilde. And I did not dare ask him 

what he had settled with the guide, nor where, nor how, nor 

when, the little musician would come to me; and I began to 

doubt whether anything would really come of his proposa , 

but I was afraid to question him lest I should show le 

violence of iny desire. 

We only staved a moment in this vulgar cafe, and I sup- 
posed that if Wilde did not at once get driven to the little bar 
of the Plotcl de I'Oasis where we went next, it was because 


he did not want the people of the hotel where he was known 
to have any inkling of the Moorish cafe, and that he devised 
this intervening stage in order to put a little more distance 
between the above-board and the clandestine. 

Wilde made me drink a cocktail and drank several him- 
self. We lingered for about an hour. How long I thought it ! 
Wilde still went on laughing, but not so convulsively, and 
when from time to time we spoke, it was about any trifle. At 

last I saw him take out his watch : 


‘It is time,’ said he, getting up. 

We took our way towards a more populous quarter of the 
town, further than the big mosque at the bottom of the hill 
(I have forgotten its name) which one passes on the way to 
the Post Office - the ugliest part of the town now, though 
once It must have been one of the most beautiful. Wilde pre- 
ceded me into a house with a double entrance, and we had 
no sooner crossed the threshold, than there appeared in front 
of us two enormous policemen, who had come in by the other 

door, and who terrified me out of my wits. Wilde was very 
much amused at my fright. ^ 

‘Oh no, dear, on the contrary; it proves the hotel is a very 
^fe place. They come here to protect forei.gners. I know 
them quite weH They’re excellent fellows and very fond of 
my cigarettes. They quite understand.’ 

We let the policemen go up in front of us. They passed the 
second floor where we stopped. Wilde took a key out of his 
pMket and showed me into a tiny apartment of Lo rooms 
where we were soon joined by the vile guide. The two youths 

ht free‘s tIT’ wrapped in a burnous that hid 

his face. Then the guide left us and Wilde sent me into the 

further room with little Mohammed and shut himself up in 
the other with the darbouka player P 

Every time since then that I have sought after pleasum it 
IS the memory of that night I have pursued. After mT^r’ 

turn at Sous^, I had relapsed wretchedly againttov4 if i 

had now and then snatched a sensual joy in passine it’hld 

been, as it were, furtively; one deUciois' vetdnr^,; had 




been, however, in a boat on the lake of Como, with a young 
boatman (just before going to La Brevine) when my rapture 
was encompassed by the shining of the moon, the misty 
magic of the lake, the moist perfumes breathing from its 
shores. And after that, nothing; nothing but a frightful 
desert, full of wild unanswered appeals, aimless efforts, rest- 
lessness, struggles, exhausting dreams, false excitement, and 
abominable depression. At La Roque, the summer before 
last, I had been afraid of going mad ; I spent nearly the whole 
time I was there shut up in my room, where I ought to have 
been working, and where I tried to work in vain (I was wnt- 
ing Le Voyage d’Urien), obsessed, haunted, thinking to find 
perhaps some escape in excess itself, hoping to come out into 
tlie fresh air on the other side, to wear out my demon (I 


recognize his wile), when it was only myself I wore out, ex- 
pending myself crazily to the point of utter exhaustion, to 
the verge of imbecility, of madness. /• j 

Ah ! what a hell I had been through ! And without a friend 
I could speak to, without a word of advice; because I had 
believed all compromise impossible, and because I had egun 
by refusing to surrender, I came near sinking to perdition . . . 
But what need is there to recall those lu.gubrious days. U^s 
their memory explain that night’s ecstasy? My attempt witn 
Meriem, my effort after ‘renormalization’, had not been 
followed up because it had not been in consonance with my 
nature; it was now that I found my normal. There 
nothing constrained here, nothing 

ful ; there is no taste of ashes in the memory I keep. My J y 
was unbounded, and I cannot imagine it greater, even i 


liad been added. . .v u t Viaue 

How could love have entered into this . How coul 
left rny heart at the mercy of desire? pleasure was qu.te 
free from ulterior motives and was not to be ^‘'eceed'td by 

remorse. But then what name can I give o 

with which I crushed in my bare arms this perfect little V. 

wild, burning, sensual and my.sterious? ^ ctate 

Long after Mohammed had left me I stayed there rn a state 
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of quivering jubilation, and although I had reached the sum- 
mit of pleasure five times with him I revived my ecstasy many 

more times, and back in my hotel room I relived its echoes 
until morning. 

_ I realize that a certain numerical precision I am bringing 
mto this may make you smile; it would be easy to omit this 
or modify it for the sake of plausibility. However, I am not 
out for plausibility, but truth, and is it not when the truth 
is most improbable that it most needs telling? Were it not so 
do you think I should mention it? 


As on this occasion I was simply going to the limit of my 
need and as moreover. I had just been reading Boccaccio’s 
Nightingale,! had no .dea that there was anything surprising 
about It and It Mohammed’s astonishment that gave me 
he first inkhng. It was in what foUowed that I exceeded 
th s natural mc^auon, and this is what I find so strange • 
^tiated and eAausted though I was. I found no peace or 

Sen l\?ve oft f Since 

en I have often found how useless it was to try to be moder- 
time T ?■ prudence, for each 

and which I could not get for less. For the rest, I canno^t haz- 
ard any explanation - 1 know I shall have to depart th s We 
underetanding nothing, or very little, about 


chang^ ve°i5" HfrooTdrM^*"' 

■Yes,’ he said. -Now I drink absinthe.* 
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He was still attractive, in fact more attractive than ever, 
but now he looked not so much sensual as brazen. 

Daniel B. was with me. Mohammed took us to the fourth 
floor of a dubious hotel. On the ground floor was a bar full of 
drinking sailors. The landlord asked for our names, and I 
signed ‘Cesar Bloch’. Daniel ordered some beer and lemon- 
ade ‘for the look of the thing’, as he put it. It was dark, and 
the only lighting in the room we went into came from the 
candlestick we had been given for going up the stairs. A 
waiter brought bottles and glasses and set them on the table 
by the candle. There were only two chairs. Daniel and I sat 
down and Mohammed sat on the table between us. Lifting 
up the haik he now wore instead of his Tunisian costume, he 
stretched out his bare legs towards us. 

‘One for each,’ he laughed. 

} ii 

Then, leaving me sitting by the half-empty glasses, Daniel 
seized Mohammed in his arms and carried him over to the 
bed at the far end of the room. He laid him on his back across 
the edge of the bed, and soon all I could see was two thin 
legs dangling on either side of the panting Daniel, who hadn t 
even taken off his cloak. Very tall, standing against the bed, 
in semi-darknes.s, seen from the back, his face hidden by his 
long black curly hair, in this cloak that came down to his 
feet, Daniel looked gigantic leaning over thiMcfittle body 
which he hid from view -he might have been a ht^e vampire 
feeding upon a corpse. I could have screamed in horror. 

We always find it hard to understand other people’s love- 
life, their ways of making love. And even those of the animals 
(I ought to reserve that ‘and even’ for mankind). One may 
envy the song of the birds, their flight, and write : 

Achf u'iisslest du zt ie’s Fischlein ist 
So u'ohlig auf dent Grund! 

Even the dog gnawing a bone finds in me a certain compli- 
city on the animal level. But nothing is so disconcerting as the 
methfxis, varying so much from species to species, by whic 
each of them finds his pleasure. Whatever M. de Gounnont 
might say in his attempts to see disquieting analogies in tins 
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regard between man and the animal species, I feel that this 
analogy only exists in the realm of desire, but that, on the 
contrary, it is perhaps in what M. de Goumiont calls ‘the 
physical expression of love* that the differences are most 
marked, not only between man and the animals, but often 
between one man and another. So much so that if we were 
allowed to look at them the practices of our neighbour would 
seem to us as strange, as ridiculous and, let us admit it, as re- 
volting as the couplings of frogs and toads or insects - and 
why go so far afield, those of dogs or cats. 

And no doubt that is why misunderstandings in this matter 
are so great and intolerance so ferocious. 


As for myself, who can only conceive pleasure face to face 

reciprocal and gentle and who, like Whitman, find satisfac- 

tion in the most furtive contact, I was horrified both by 

Daniel s way of going at it and by the willing cooperation of 
Mohammed. 


Wilde and I both left Algiers, I think, on the same day 
very shortly after this memorable evening; he, recalled to 
England by the determination to put an end to the accusa- 
tions of the Marquis of Queensberry, Bosy’s father; and 1 
wth the mtentton of getting to Biskra before Bosy. Bosy had 
decided to go there with Ali, the young Arab of Blidah he 

had fahen in love with ; he had written me a letter to say he 
was returning to Algiers and hoped I would wait for him 

so that we might travel together, for the long two da^s^ 
journey would be unbearably dull with only Alifwho 1^00- 
peared, kn^ew no more French or English than Bosy’ knew 
Arabic I have such a contradictious temper, however that 
*IS letter merely made me hurry on my departum e.'Ih 
because I disliked lendine a hand tn 

soothing the way for someone who thought ew^th^g^-'* 
due, or became the moralist that slumbeisin my ^^st Ln 

simply because my sulkiness^ carried the day 
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Serif, where I was to spend the night, I received an urgent 
telegram. 

I always welcome with perverse alacrity anything that 
comes to upset my plans; I will not attempt to explain this 
trait in my character, for I cannot understand it myself . . . 
In short, I broke my journey and began to wait for Douglas 
as whole-heartedly as the day before I had fled from him. 
The fact is I had found the journey from Algiers to Serif 
horribly long. But I soon found the wait longer still. What 
an interminable day ! And the next, that still lay between me 
and Biskra? What will that be like? thought I to myself, as I 
paced up and down the tiresome, regular streets of the ugly 
little military' and colonial town, where it seemed impossible 
anyone should care to come except on business, or stay except 
bv order, and where the few Arabs one sees look out of place 


and miserable. 

I was impatient to see Ali. I expected just a modest little 
caouadji, dressed more or less like Mohammed; it was a 
young prince who stepped out of the train, in brilliant gar- 
ments, with a silken sash and a golden turban. He was not 
sixteen, but how stately his bearing, how proud his glance. 
What condescending smiles he bestowed on the hotel servants 
as they bowed before him ! How soon he had realized that, 
humble as he had been the day before, it was now for hirn 
to come into the rooms first, to sit down first .. . Douglas had 
found his master, and in spite of the elegance of his own 
clothe.s, he looked like an attendant, waiting on the orders or 
his gorgeous servant. Every Arab, however poor, has an 
Aladdin within him all ready to blossom forth; at the hrs 


touch of fate -behold him a king! j uh 

AJi was certainly very beautiful; fair-complexioned, w 
a smooth brow, a well-formed chin, a small mouth, ^oun 
cheeks, and the eyes of a houri ; but his beauty had no power 
over me; a sort of hardness in his nostrils of ‘ndifferen 
in the too perfect cuwe of his eyebrows, of cmelty m the 
scornful curl of his lips, checked every trace of desire in me 
and nothing put me more off than the effeminacy of his 
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whole appearance, which some people perhaps would have 
found seductive. All this is to show that during the consider- 
able length of time I lived in his society, I felt absolutely 
untroubled. And even, as often happens, the spectacle of 
Douglas’s felicity, which I did not envy, had the contrary 
effect of inclining me all the more to chastity - a disposition 
that lasted after he had gone and during the whole of my 
stay at Biskra. 

The Hotel de I’Oasis had already disposed of the Car- 
dinal s apartment, which we had occupied the year before j 
but the Royal had just opened and we found a set of rooms 
there which, for agreeableness and commodity, were very 
little inferior to the former: this apartment was on the 
ground floor and consisted of three rooms, two of which com- 
municated with each other, and were at the end of a passage 
opening out of doors. We were able to reach our rooms with- 
out having to go through the hotel, by the outside passage 
door, of which we were given the key, for no one else used it. 
But I generally got in and out by the window. My room, into 
which I had a piano put, was separated from Douglas’s and 
Ah s by the passage, and looked on to the new casino, as did 
Douglas s; there was a fairly large space of ground in front, 
which, when school was over, was used as a playground by 

the same Arab boys who the year before had come to play on 
our terraces. ^ ^ 

I have said that Ali did not understand French, so I susr- 
gested that AAnian should serve as interpreter beUveen 
Douglas and him. Athman, on hearing I had arrived, had 
thrown up his work, hoping to take up service with me; but 
I d^ not know how to employ him. I blamed myself after- 
wards for ventunng to suggest such a post as this for him 
but Douglas and Ah's relations were not of a kind particularly 
to surprise an Arab, and besides, at that time, I was far from 
having the great friendship for Athman that took up » 

dlse^ ■'T' “''i which he soon began to 

dwerve. He eagerly accepted the offer directly it was made 

but I reahzed before long that it was becausl heTop'd to 
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spend more time with me. The poor fellow pulled a long face 
when he saw I was resolved not to go out with Douglas, and 
that, as a matter of fact, he would see very little of me. 
Douglas drove out every day with him and Ali to one of the 
neighbouring oases, Chetma, Droh, or Sidi Okba, which 
could be seen from the hotel terraces, glowing like dark 
emeralds on the russet cloak of the desert. Douglas tried in 
vain to persuade me to come too. I took no pity on the bore- 
dom he must certainly have felt between his two pages, con- 
sidering it as the fair penalty of pleasure. It’s his own fault, 
thought I, try'ing to arm myself with factitious severity 
against what I was only too ready to admit. And as my own 
penalty, I buried myself in work, with the flattering feeling 
that I was atoning for something. Now that years have made 
me more docile, I wonder at all these scruples - the survival 
of a worn-out ethical creed, which I had ceased to approve, 
but on which my moral reflexes still depended. On tiy'ing to 
discover the secret springs that made my machine recoil in 
this way, and as it were involuntarily, I must confess that 
what I chiefly discover is a surly, unaccommodating temper. 
The fact is, I did not like Bosy, or perhaps it would be fairer 
to say that my interest in him was greater than my liking; in 
spite of his attentions and his kindnesses, or perhaps because 
of them, I remained on the defensive. His conversation very 
quickly bored me; with an Englishman, ora Frenchman who 
knew a little more about English matters than I did, I dare 
say it might have been more varied and abundant; but when 
the ordinary topics were exhausted, Douglas returned in- 
cessantly and with disgusting obstinacy to the things I spoke 
of only with excessive embarrassment - an embarrassment 
which was increased by his total lack of it. I found it quite 
enough to meet him at the interminable hotel meals (how 
charmingly graceful and roguish he looked as he exclaime , 

‘I realiv can’t do without a little champagne!’ - and why 
did I sulkily refuse the glass he offered me?) or 
tea in company with Athinan and Ali (and car hi 
repeal for tlie hundredth time - it was the repetition that 
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amused him more than the phrase itself - ‘Athman, tell Ali 
his eyes are like a gazelle’s’). 

Day by day, he allowed his erinui to creep a little nearer. 

This idyll came to an abrupt end. Although it was with 
some amusement that Bosy saw Ali was beginning to carry 
on a somewhat suspicious intrigue with a young shepherd of 
Fontaine-Chaude, he flew into a violent rage when it dawned 
upon him that he was quite capable of being touched by the 
charms of the Oulad, and in particular by Meriem’s. He 
could not endure the idea that Ali perhaps went to bed with 
her; he was not sure that this had actually taken place (for 
my part, I had not the smallest doubt of it), angrily de- 
manded confessions, regrets, promises, and swore that if these 
were broken, he would dismiss Ali on the spot. I felt Douglas 
was not so much moved by real jealousy as by pique. ‘Boys ’ 
he declared; ‘yes, boys, as much as he likes; but I will not 
endure his going with women.’ For that matter, I am not at 
all sure Ali really desired Meriem ; I think it was rather that 
he felt flattered and thought he would put an end in this way 
to the accusations of impotence he heard muttered about 
him ; I think he liked giving himself airs, imitating his elders 
and appearing grown up. He pretended to submit, but 
DousU had lost confidence. One day, in a fit of suspicion, 
he took It into h.s head to search Mi’s trunk, and discovered 

of Menem, which he pro- 

hort''‘^ h- P''e“ ‘ragic; Mi was soundly 

horse-whipped and his howls created a tumult amone thi 

wisit n"? . "P™-’ bot consideL it 

wiser not to intervene, and remained shut up in my room 

steelf ryes'^'^heTold^' '“"m' 

fint ^ral, th,r ' ^ ^ c '^P’ming to Blidah by the 

Biskra two days llter.*^^’ ^ left 

I w^ then obliged to admit how much the sight of his 

Ving, used to go out every day, starting sometimes as 
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soon as it was light, for long exhausting walks through the 
desert, either following the dry bed of the ouedy or going up 
to the big sandhills, where I used often to stay till nightfall, 
intoxicated with space, strangeness, and solitude, my heart 
lighter than a bird’s. 

In the evening, at the end of his day’s work, Athman came 
to join me. Since Ali’s and Douglas’s departure, he had taken 
up his occupation of guide again - a degrading occupadon, 
for which his pliable disposition only too well fitted him. As 
thoughtlessly and as unblushingly as he had consented to 
transmit Douglas’s sugared phrases to Ali, he consented in 
his innocence to introduce the foreign visitors to the Oulad. 
He used to tell me how he had spent his day, and as my 
affection for him grew, so did my disgust at these servile 
offices; his confidence in me grew too, so that every day he 


told me more and more. 

One evening he arrived highly delighted : 

‘Oh, I’ve had such a good day!’ he cried. Then he ex- 
plained how he had just earned thirty francs : ten francs 
commission from an Oulad for bringing her an Englishman, 
plus an extra ten francs he had added on to the Oulad s pay, 
plus ten francs from the Englishman for his little services. I 
was indignant. I did not object to his being a procurer, but 
I could not endure him to be dishonest. He was astonishe 
at first by what he took for a fit of temper; and all I got from 
him to start with was regret that he had spoken to me so 
freely. I had the idea then of appealing to the sense ol 
dignity, which I flattered myself I could find in every Arab. 


He seemed to understand. ^ 

‘All right,’ he grumbled ; T will give the money back. 

‘I don’t ask you to do that,’ I protested. ‘Only if you wan 
to be my friend, stop all such shameful trafficking. 

‘Then,’ he replied, smiling - and I recognized the docile 
boy I had grown fond of — ‘I think I had better give up intro- 
ducing tourists to women; it pays too well. 1, i ' f 

‘You see,’ I went on as an encouragement ; ‘if I ask Uiis o 
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you, it’s because I want you to be worthy of my friends when 
you meet them in Paris.’ 

The idea of taking Athman back with me to Paris was 
slowly shaping in my heart. I began to mention it in my 
letters to my mother, tentatively at first, and Uien more 
decidedly, while her disapproval grew more and more pro- 
nounced. It is true I was only too much disposed to rebel 
against the maternal admonitions; but it must also be ad- 
mitted that my mother was a little too free with them Her 
letters were more often than not a long series of renion- 
strances; sometimes they relaxed so far as to be clothed in 
such an amiable formula as: T don’t offer you advice- I 
merely call your attention to . . But these were the phrases 
that mntated me most ; for I knew, as a matter of fact, that 

had been called to 

something m this way, my mother would return unweary- 
to vIm n' determined not 

^er as T h ’’a" ' ^ 

matter of m P^-^-^ading myself, that it was a 

^ded 1 Athman’s salvation de- 

^ adonteH f '?"'P°''‘'d to Paris, that I had as good 

tone of mv n"" ’ H' ®'atroed by the emotional 

I-, preceding letters, now thought that the desert 

Theld h were broughUo 

LaU sum ^ J had spent 1 e 

.‘n ^ wt n/B-r b 1 “ 

dnuel m be^tt Unt ^ ■'= ^ 

where I most want to liv^’l"^ birild ah* 
come to live in it every winter Mv Hr 

“r/geTiX" At 

- .tfends. X dfd-S-S^^- 
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the rest was quite enough already to make her think me mad. 

My mother, leaving no stone unturned, called Albert in 
to the rescue and any other of my friends she could apply 
to. I was exasperated by this coalition which I felt she was 
raising against me. What letters I got - beseeching, railing, 
threatening ! I should cover myself with ridicule if I brought 
Athman back to Paris. What should I do with him? What 
would Emmanuele think? . . . still I persisted; but at last a 
distracted letter from our old Marie forced me to give way. 
She swore she would leave the house on the day my ‘negro’ 
came into it. What would become of mamma without Marie ? 
I gave in; I had to. 

Poor Athman; I had not the heart to bring down at one 
blow the dream edifice which every day some fresh hope had 
come to strengthen. It has not often happened to me to re- 
nounce a thing on which I have set rny heart; a postpone- 
ment is the utmost that obstacles wring from me; and in 
spite of everything I finally carried out this fine plan, which 
in appearance I had resigned ; but it was not till four years 

later. 

Athman, in the meantime, realized there was friction some- 
where. Not that I spoke of it to him, for I was still confident 
in the firmness of my determination; but he interpreted my 
silence, watched my brow grow darker. After Marie s letter, 

I waited two more days. I had at last to make up my mind 

to tell him. , 

We had got into the habit of going every evening to the 

station at the time the train came in. As he knew all my 
friends by name now, for I talked to him about them mces- 
santly, we used to play the childish game of pretending we 
were going to meet one of them. Not a doubt but so-and-so 
would be among the passengers. We should see him come 
out of the train, fling himself into my arms, and exclaim : 
'Oh ! what a journey! I thouqht I should never get here. 
Well ' it’s over at last !’ But the stream of strangers went by; 
once more Athman and I were left alone, and as we tunied 
homewards we both felt we had been draNvn together in a 
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closer intimacy by the absence of this imaginary friend. 

I have said that my room was on the ground floor. The 
Touggourt road, which the Arabs used to take at night on 
their way back to the village, passed nearby. At about nine 
o’clock, I heard a little scratching at my closed shutters; it 
was Sadek, Athman s big brother, and one or two others; 
they came in by stepping over the window-sill. There were 
syrups and sweetmeats ready for them. We all sat round in a 
circle listening to Sadek play the flute, in an oblivion of time 
such as I have never known but there. 


Sadek knew only a few words of French, and I only a few 
words of Arabic. But had we spoken the same language, what 
more could we have said than we expressed by our looks, 
our gestures, and above all by that tender way he had of 
taking my hands, of holding my hands in his, my right hand 
m his right hand, so that we walked on, silent as shades, with 
arms intertwined. On that last evening, Sadek and I walked 
together in this way for a long time; through the street of 
the cafes, through the street of the Oulad, bestowing a smile 
here and a smile there, on En Barka, on Meriem, on the little 
Moonsh cafe that Athman used to call my little casino, be- 
cause the year before, when Paul went with Dr D.’s wife to 
the gambling rooms of the real Casino, which had just been 

nf ^ leaving the street 

of the Oulad. and its lights and noise, we wen. to the w^er 

'^I'ose edge I had so often used to sit 

When the time came to go. in order not to feel I was 

Spring ;as awakrn°;gTdlr7he7aCs'ira!‘’'Tr- 

TnTirf Sees; the watere^wLe out 
and im^ting the fields of barley; nothing more lovelv In 

S-axt St - 

y g rops. We passed two heavenly days in this 
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Paradise, and they have left me no memory that is not pure 
and smiling. When, on the third morning I looked for Ath- 
man to say good-bye to him, he was nowhere to be found 
and I had to leave without seeing him again. I could not 
understand his absence ; but suddenly, as I sat in the speeding 
train, a long way already from El Kantara, I caught sight of 
his white burnous on the banks of the oued. He was sitting 
there with his head in his hands; he did not rise when the 
train passed ; lie made no movement ; he did not give a glance 
at the .signs I made him; and for a long time as the train 
was carrying me away, I watched his little motionless grief- 
stricken figure, lost in the desert, an image of my own despair. 

I returned to Algiers, where I was to take the boat for 
France; but I let four or five steamers start without me, on 
the pretext that the sea was too rough; in reality, my heart 
was torn by the idea of leaving the country. Pierre Louis had 
come to join me ; he was recovering from an illness, and came 
from Seville, where he had spent the winter. I even seem to 
remember that an exce.ss of friendliness and impatience sent 
him hurrv’ing to meet me and that I saw’ him appear unex- 
pectedly at my carriage window a few stations before Algiers. 
Alas ! we had not been a quarter of an hour in each others 
company (I remember this only too well) before we had al- 
ready begun to quarrel. I am willing to admit that some of 
the fault was mine, and from what I have said it maybe seen 
my character at that time was none of the easiest; but still I 
know that Louis was the only person I quarrelled with in this 
way, whereas I arn pretty sure that I was not the only person 
with whom Louis quarrelled. He quarrelled about anything 
and nothing; if his correspondence is published one day, it 
will show innumerable examples of this. He was incc.ssantly 
trying to make his opinion or his humour prevail over youi?, 
but I don’t think he was particularly desirous you should 
yield - or at any rate not too soon, and what he liked was not 
so much having Ids own way as measuring his strength - not 
to say fighting. This pugnacity of his went on all day long, 
and ever^ tldng served as a pretext for it. If you wanted to 
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walk in the sun, he immediately preferred the shade; he in- 
sisted on your giving in ; when you spoke to him, he remained 
stonily silent or hummed an annoying little tune ; he hummed 
still louder if you wanted to be quiet, and the whole thing 
irritated me unutterably. 

He would not let me be till he had dragged me off to a 
brothel. From this way of speaking, it might be imagined 
that I made difficulties; but no; I made a point now of stick- 
ing at nothing, so I followed him not too ungraciously to the 
‘Andalusian Stars’, a kind of dancing saloon which had noth- 
ing Arab, or even Spanish, about it, and which immediately 
sickened me with its vulgarity. Then as Pierre Louis began 
by declaring it was just because of its vulgarity that he liked 
it, I included him too in my loathing. I was not in the mood, 
however, to let my repugnances get the better of me; an evil 
wish to see how far I could go and some kind of obscure 
compost of feelings, made up of all manner of things - except 
indeed desire - made me renew the attempt which had failed 
so lamentably the year before with En Barka. This year it 
succeeded better, so that there was added to my disgust the 
fear I had caught a dose. Louis amused himself by fanning 
this fear into a panic; certainly, he insinuated, the Anda- 
lusian star I had chosen to shut myself up with, was the pret- 
tiest of the constellation (the least hideous, I should say), 
and therefore, no doubt, the riskiest, which of course was the 
only explanation of her not being engaged; that it needed a 
simpleton like me to choose her, for I ought to have been 
put on my guard by the very fact of her having some remains 
of youth and grace left to distinguish her from the others, 
and by the others’ laughter when I chose her, but of course I 
had noticed nothing of all that. And as I exclaimed that he 
might have warned me in time, he declared that the illness I 
should soon, no doubt, be suffering from, had nothing very 
dreadful about it, and that in any case it was the fee one had 
to pay for pleasure, that to try and avoid it was to try and 
avoid the common lot. Then, in order to reassure me com- 
pletely, he named quantities of great men, who without a 



doubt owed three-quarters of their genius to the pox ! 

This funereal knell, which strikes me to-day as rather 
funny, when I think of what I must have looked like - and 
especially now that I know it was a false alarm, did not amuse 
me in the least at the time. A kind of rage against Louis was 
added to my disgust and fear. Decidedly we could not under- 
stand, could not endure each other. This attempt to renew 
our friendship was, I think, one of the last we made. 

The few more days I spent at Algiers after Pierre Louis 
had left me are among those I should most like to live over 
again. I have kept no definite memory of them, but only 
of an extraordinary ferv'our, joy, frenzy, which woke me 
every day at dawn, made an eternity of every moment of 
every hour, and changed whatever came near my heart into 

something crystalline or ethereal. 

I'he letters I wrote my mother at that time caused her ex- 
treme uneasiness, and as she could not believe it possible that 
the exaltation they breathed was without a definite cause or 
object, she imagined me with some love-affair or liaison, 
she did not as yet dare speak of it openly, but I recognized 
the phantom she was afraid of in the allusions her lettere 
were full of. She implored me to come back, to ‘break it off’. 

Tiie truth, if she had known it, would have frightened her 
still more; for it is easier to break ties than to escape from 
oneself. To do this indeed, one must first of all wish to; and 
it was not at the very moment I was beginning to discover 
myself - and in myself the tables of a new law - that I was 
likely to have any such desire. For emancipation from rule 
did not suffice me; I boldly claimed to justify my folly, to 

base my madness upon reason. _ , 

The tone of those last lines will give the impression that 
have passed condemnation on all this, but w lat s ou 
rather be read in them is an attitude of precaution, an answer 
to all the objections I know may be made to me, a manner 
of letting it be understood that I made them to ^ 

I do not think there is any single way of envisaging t le q 
tion of religion or morals that at some moment o my 
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has not been mine. In reality, I should have liked to reconcile 
all and every of the most diverse points of view for I could 
not resign myself to excluding anything that was ready to 
submit to Christ the settlement of the dispute between 
Dionysus and Apollo. In what manner and with what trans- 
ports of love, after what wanderings through the desert into 
which my worship led me, after what insistent pursuit of my 
own thirst, I returned once more to the Gospels - of all this 
the time has not yet come for me to speak; nor of the teach- 
ing I found in them when I re-read them with a fresh eye 
and saw them of a sudden illuminated, both in the letter and 
the spirit. And I was grieved and indignant too to see what 
the Churches had made of this divine teaching, which, in 
their interpretation of it, I could barely recognize. Our 
Western world is perishing, I said to myself, from the failure 
or refusal to read it aright; this became my profound con- 
viction, and that my duty was to denounce the evil. I accord- 
ingly planned a book which I meant to call Christianity 
against Christ; many of its pages are written and would no 
doubt have already seen the light, if the times had been 
calmer, and if I had not been afraid of distressing some of 
yny friends by its publication, and moreover of seriously 
imperilling my freedom of thought which I prize more than 
anything else. 


These grave questions, which were soon to be my chief 
concern, did not begin really to preoccupy me until later; 
but if I had not as yet clearly formulated them, they were 
nevertheless in my mind and prevented me from lapsing into 
a state of complacent hedonism and easy acquiescence. But 
enough of this for the present. 

Yielding at last to my mother’s expostulations, I went to 
^end a fortnight with her in Paris before she left for La 
Hoque where it was settled I should join her in July and 
where I was only to see her again on her death-bed. In those 

e tension between us was relaxed and we enjoyed a truce • 
■s some consolation to me to remember thein L an ^-“t 




to the discussions and struggles, which, it must be admitted, 
formed the most obvious part of our relationship. If, in fact, 
I use the word ‘truce’ here, it is because no lasting peace 
between us was possible : the mutual concessions which 
allowed us a little respite could only have been temporary 
and were based on an agreed misunderstanding. For the rest, 
I did not think my mother actually in the wrong. She was in 
her proper role, I thought, even when she was most torment- 
ing me ; in reality, I could not imagine it possible for any 
mother, conscious of her duty, not to insist on her son s sub- 
mission; but as I also thought it perfectly natural the son 
should refuse to be quelled, and as this seemed to me just as it 
should be, I was astonished when I sometimes came across 
an example of perfect agreement between parents and chil- 
dren, as that, for instance, which existed between Paul 
Laurens and his mother. 

It is Pascal, I believe, who says that we never love people 
for themselves, but only for their qualities. I think it might 
have been said of my mother that the qualities she loved 
were not those of the persons she tyrannized over, but those 
she wished them to acquire. At any rate, that is how I try 
to explain her unremitting efforts to work on other people, 
and me in particular; and I was so excessively irritated by 
this that I am not sure my exasperation had not ended by 
destroying all my love for her. She had a way of loving me 
that sometimes almost made me hate her and touched my 
nerves on the raw. You whom I shock, imagine, if you can, 
the effect of being constantly watched and spied upon, 
incessantly and harassingly advised as to your acts, your 
thoughts, your expenditure, as to what you ought to wea 
or what you ought to read, as to the title of a book. di 
liked, for instance, that of Les NouTriiures Terrestres and * 
there was still time to change it, she never weaned of return- 
ing to the charge. . i ♦ fpw 

Wretched que-stlons of money too had for the last 

months brought an added cause of irritation into , 
lations : mamma used to give me a monthly allowance, w > 
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she considered ought to be enough for me - three hundred 

francs, if I remember rightly - two-thirds of which I used 

regularly to spend on books and music. She did not consider 

it prudent to put the money that came to me from my father 

“ I had no idea what it amounted to - at my free disposal; 

and she took care not to let me know that at my majority I 

had a right to it. But it would be a mistake to think that any 

personal interest was at the bottom of this; she was solely 

actuated by a desire to protect me from myself, to keep me 

in leading strings, and, what exasperated me most of all, by 

a kind of feeling of what was proper and so to speak, con- 

gruous for me to have, and this she measured by her own 

estimation of my necessities. The accounts she showed me 

when I became aware of my rights, were, she tried to make 

out, all in my favour; people talk of the ‘eloquence of figures’; 

with mamma every column was a speech for the defence; 

she wanted to prove that I should find no advantage in any 

other arrangement, that my monthly allowance was as much 

or rnore than my rightful income; and as my board and 

lodging were charged to me, it appeared to me that the best 

way of getting out of the difficulty was to propose, on the 

contrary, to pay her an allowance during any time I should 

spend with her. It was by this compromise that our differ- 
ences were settled. 


But, as I have said, this fortnight that we spent together 
after a long separation was a cloudless one. I certainly 
hrought a great deal of goodwill to it on my part, as if some 
presentiment had warned us both that these were the last 
days we should pass together; for mamma, on her side was 
more conciliatory than I had ever known her. The iov of 
finding me less deteriorated than she had imagined from 
my lettere no doubt disarmed her; I felt in her nothing but 
mother s love, and I was happy to be her son. 

I now began to wish for the resumption of our life in 
wmmon, which I had ceased to think possible, and planned 
to spend aU the summer with her at La Roque. It was settled 
she was to go there first to open the house and it was possible 
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that Emmanuele might come and join us. For, as if to seal 
our more perfect understanding, mamma had at last con- 
fessed to me that she wished for nothing so much as to see 
me marry my cousin, whom she had long looked upon as 
her daughter-in-law. Perhaps too she felt her strength failing 
and was afraid of leaving me alone. 

I was at Saint-Nom-la-Breteche, staying with my friend 
E. R. until it should be time for me to join her, when a tele- 
gram from our old Marie suddenly summoned me. My mother 
had had a stroke. I hurried off. I found her lying in bed in 
the big room I used as my study in the summer; it was the 
room she preferred when she spent a few days at La Roque 
without opening the whole house. I am almost sure she recog- 
nized me; but she did not have any clear idea of the time or 
the place or of herself or of the people about her; for she 
showed neither surprise nor pleasure at seeing me. Her face 
was not much changed, but her eyes were vague and her 
features so expressionless that it seemed as though her body 
no longer belonged to her and she had ceased to control it. 
It was so strange that I felt more amazement than pity. She 
was in a half-sitting position, propped up by pillows; her 
arms were outside the bedclothes and she was trying to write 
in a large open account-book. Even now her restless desire 
to intervene, to advise, to persuade, was still troubling her; 
she seemed in great mental agitation, and the pencil she held 
in her hand ran over tlie blank sheet of paper, but without 
making any mark ; and the uselessness of this supreme effort 
was inexpressibly distressing. I tried to speak to her, but my 
voice did not reach her; and when she tried to speak herself, 
it was impo.ssible for me to make out what she wanted to say. 

I took away the paper in the hope she might be able to rest, 
but her hand continued to write on the sheets. At last she 
drowsed off and her features gradually relaxed; her hands 
ceased moving . . . And suddenly, as I looked at the 
hands I had just seen labouring so desperately, I imagined 
them at the piano, and the thought that they too had tne 
in their unskilful way to express a little poetry, music, an 
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beauty, flooded my heart with a great wave of respect and 
admiration, and falling on my knees at the foot of the bed, I 
buried my face in the bedclothes to stifle my sobs. 

It is not my personal sorrows that draw tears from jne; 
however grief-stricken my heart, my eyes remain dry. There 
is always one part of me which hangs back, looks mockingly 
at the other and says : ‘Come ! Come ! You’re not so un- 
happy as all that !’ On the other hand, I have a great abun- 
dance of tears to shed over other people’s griefs, which I 
often feel more keenly than my own; but I have even more 
for any manifestation of beauty, nobility, abnegation, devo- 
hon, gratitude, courage, or sometimes for a very ingenuous, 
very childlike expression of feeling. And any very vivid 
artistic emotion too is immediately watered with my tears, 
to the extreme astonishment of iny neighbours, if I happen 
to be in a picture-gallery or concert-room. I remember tlie 
uncontrollable laughter of two English girls in Florence on 
^eing my streaming eyes in front of Fra Angelico’s great 
fresco at San Marco; my friends Gheon, who was with me, 
wept in imison, and I admit that the sight of our two water- 
alls must have been very ludicrous. In the same way, there 
was once a time when the mere name of Agamemnon opened 
some secret floodgate in my heart, so great was the feeling of 
awe and mythological reverence with which the majesty of 
e King of kings filled me. So that now, it was not my loss 
at so greatly upset me (and to be quite sincere, I am obliged 
confess that my loss afflicted me very little; or perhaps I 
0 say sight of my mother’s suffering afflicted me, 
not the idea of her leaving me). No, it was not grief that 

all admiration for that heart that had never 

owed anything vile to touch it, and that beat only for 

so ^ unfailing devotion to duty that was not virtue 

thaf ^ natural inclination, and with a humility so great 

rnurh"^ like Malherbe, but how 

«ncerely : 1 have always held my service such a 

« £ . ^ it. it is with 

ashamed and a trembling hand. And above all I 
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admired her for her life which had been one continual 
effort to draw a little nearer to what she thought lovely or 
worthy to be loved. 

I was alone in the big room, alone with her, watching the 
solemn approach of death, and feeling the restless beatings 
of that unflagging heart re-echo in my own. How it still 
laboured on ! I had been present at other death-beds, but I 
had not thought them so pathetic as this, either because they 
had seemed to put a more conclusive and natural end to a 
life, or simply because I had looked at them less fixedly. It 
was certain she would not recover consciousness, so that I 
felt no need to summon my aunts; I was jealous of watching 
by her side alone. Marie and I assisted her in her last 
moments, and when at last her heart ceased to beat, I felt 
myself sink into an overwhelming abyss of love, sorrow, and 
liberty. 

It was then that I experienced the singular propensity of 
my mind to let itself be dazzled by the Sublime. I spent the 
first weeks of my bereavement, I remember, in a sort of 
moral intoxication which led me to commit the most ill- 
considered acts; provided I thought them noble, it was 
enough to ensure them the approval of my mind and heart. 
I began by distributing as souvenirs to distant relations, some 
of whom had scarcely known my mother, the trifling jewels 
and knick-knacks that had belonged to her, and which for 
that reason I specially prized. Out of exalted love, out o a 
strange longing for privation, I would have given away my 
whole fortune at the very moment I became possessed o iri 
I would have given myself too; the feeling of my inwa 
wealth filled me to overflowing, inspired me with a sort o 
heady abnegation. The sole idea of keeping anytliing 
would have seemed to me shameful and I lent ^ 
nothing that did not help me to admire myself. c ve 
liberty, which during my mother’s life-time I had 
for, stunned me like a wind from the open, suffocate P 
haps, indeed, frightened me. I felt dazed, like a 
expectedly set free, like a kite whose string has een su 
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cut, like a boat broken loose from its moorings, like a drift- 
ing wreck, at the mercy of wind and tide. 

There was nothing now I could attach myself to but my 
love for my cousin; my determination to marry her was the 
only light left me by which to guide my life. I loved her cer- 
tainly; it was the only thing I was sure of; and indeed I felt 
I loved her more than I loved myself. When I asked for her 
hand, I was considering her more than myself ; and above all 
I was hypnotized by the vision of an infinitely widening 
horizon towards which I should lead her, regardless of perils ; 
for I refused to believe perils existed which my ardour could 
not vanquish; I should have thought all prudence cowardly 
- cowardly all idea of danger. 

Our sincerest acts are also the least premeditated; the ex- 
planation one looks for after the event is idle. A fatality led 
me; perhaps also the secret desire to set my nature at de- 
nance; for in loving Emmanucle, was it not virtue itself I 
loved? It was the marriage of Heaven with my insatiable 
Hell, but at the actual moment, my Hell was in abeyance- 
tears of my rnouming had extinguished all its fires ; 1 was 
dazzled as by a blaze of azure and the things I refused to 
see had ceased to exist for me. I believed I could give her 

STorf ^ '■“^H-ation whatever, 

ohortly after this, we became engaged. 
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LA SYMPHONIE PASTORALE 
and ISABELLE 

La Symphonie Pastorale is rated by some critics with 
The Counterfeiters or The Immoralist. It is recounted in 
excerpts from the diary of a Protestant country priest who 
has removed a blind and seemingly deaf and dumb girl 
from a wretched home. Taught with care and patience in 
his own family the girl learns to speak, but in the mean- 
time a subtle change has come over their relations. The 
priest’s regard for his charge has deepened into feelings 
which arc no longer merely patenial. Wh<'n at length her 
sight is restored to her by an operation, she looks out on 
a world more beautiful than in blindness she had ever 
conceived, and straight into the eyes of a truth whidi 
forces the story to its tragic climax. 

The atmosphere of a legendary romance lingers round 
the tale of Isabelle, in w’hich a young scholar, set down 
among the eccentric uihabitants of an old Nonnan 
chateau, erects a dream on a glimpse of a lovely minia- 
ture and lives to see his dreams turn sour. 


THE IMMORALIST 

This is the story of a man’s rebellion against social and 
sexual conformity. The narrator is Michel -a rich .young, 
agnostic scholar who has just married and gone to stay 
with his wife in Algeria. Finding that he has tuberculosis, 
he gradually changes his life, abandoning the aspects of 
morality which restrict him, and followmg his own wants 
and needs. 
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STRAIT IS THE GATE 

Strait is the Gate, a story of young love blighted and 
turned to tragedy by the sense of religious dedication in 
the beloved, is regarded by many as the most perfect 
piece of writing which Gide ever achieved. In its sim- 
plicity, its craftsmanship, its limpidity of style and its 
power to stimulate the mind and the emotions at one 
and the same time, it set a standard for the short novel 
which has not yet been excelled. 

THE VATICAN CELLARS 

The action of The Vatican Cellars takes place in the late 
ninetecntJi century, chiefly in Paris and Rome. This 
strange drama involves the alleged abduction of the Pope, 
a ‘miraculous’ conversion, swindling, adultery, bastardy, 
and murder. The characters arc a motley crew of noble- 
men, saints, adventurers, and pickpockets, and - Lafeadio 
Wluiki. This picaresque Lafeadio, one of the most ori- 
ginal creations in t^vcntieth-ccntu^y fiction, at once at- 
tracts and repels; he is the instrument through whom 
Gide works out his idea of the unmotivated crime, a 
theme which constantly occupied him, which in this book 
receives its fullest treatment. 
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FRUITS OF THE EARTH 

Gide wrote Fruits of the Earth in 1897, while suffering 
from tuberculosis. Addressed to the reader, ‘I will teach 
you fervour’, it is a hymn to the plcasuresof life that Gide 
came so near to losing: travel, touch, hearing, smell, 
sight and, above all, taste. 

During the author’s travels he meets Menalcas, a cari- 
cature of Oscar Wilde, who relates his fantastic life story. 
But for all his brilliance, Menalcas is only Gide’s yester- 
day self, a discarded wraith who leaves Gide free to stop 
exalting the ego and embrace bodily and spiritual joy. 

Later Fruits, written in 1935 during Gide’s short-lived’ 
spell of Communism, reaffirms the doctrine of the earlier 
book. But now he sees happiness not as freedom, but as 
submission to heroism. In a series of ‘Encounters’, Gide 
describes a Negro tramp, a drowned child, a lunatic, and 
other casualties of life. TTiese reconcile him to suffering, 
death and religion; causing him to insist that 'today’s 
Utopia’ be ‘tomorrow’s rollity’. 
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THE COUNTERFEITERS 

The measured tone of hopeless nihilism that pervades 
The Counterfeiters quickly shatters any image of Andr6 
Gidc as the querulous and impious Buddha to a quarter- 
century of intellectuals. 

In sharp and brilliant prose a seedy, cynical and gratu- 
itously alarming narrative is developed, involving a wide 
range of otherwise harmless and mainly middle-to-upper- 
class Parisians. 

But the setting could be anywhere. From puberty 
through adolescence to death, The Counterfeiters is a 
rare encyclopedia of human disorder, weakness and 
despair. 




